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HESE effuſions of the unletter- 
ed Muſe might be regarded as 
a literary curioſity, were it not that 

they have a nobler aim, that of 
being zſcful. In the former point of 

view, it might with truth b2 ſaid, 
—that the writer's ſituation in life 
precluded: her from that education, 
which, in this country, is beſtowed 
on thoſe of her ſex in general ;—that 
= though theſe Poems have been re- 
touched, while paſſing through the 
preſs, it is hard to ſay, whether they 
W have gained or loſt by that circum- 
ſtance, whether, from miſtakes, in 
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ſome fart unavoidable, in decypher- 
ing the hand of one taught neither 
to ſpell nor to write, they may not 


| have loſt more in ſentiment, than 
they have gained by their being ſet. 


right with reſpe& to Orthography, | 
and ſome few falſe rhymes. =_ 


To the ſerious and devout Chri- 
ſtian, for whoſe uſe alone they are 
intended, it is hoped they will prove 


acceptable, chiefly from this circum- 
ſtance, that they are the offspring of 
the heart, rather than the head, - not 


prompted by the vain ambition of 
riſing above her humble. ſtation, — 
of being noticed and talked of as an 
Author, but that others, in a ſimi- 
lar ſtation, who are religiouſly in- 
clined, may find ſubjects of medita- 
tion, and ſongs of praiſe, in a ſtyle 
ſuited to their capacity, ſimple, and 
unadorned with wk of thoſe A ow: 
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did figures, which the learged Mule, 
in her poetic flights, is ſo apt to af- 


' SoME apology may be neceſſary 
for that degree of ſameneſs in ſenti- 
ment and expreſſion, which ſome 
may be apt to think pervades the 
whole. But even this will appear 
ſuperfluous to thoſe who give them- 
ſelves leiſure to refle& on the cir- 
cumftances of the caſe, eſpecially 
when they are informed, that, by 
the partial favour of ſome friends, 
the Work had been hurried to the 
| preſs, before any one could read: it 
as a whole, —and that the Poems 
were decyphered only by degrees, 
as required for the preſs. Should a 
ſecond Edition ever be found nece(- - 
ſary, the objection will doubtleſs be 

obviated : In the mean time, with 

all humility on the part of the writer, 
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of the: Public, with an earneſt 
prayer to the F ather of ſpirits, that 
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they are ſubmitted to the candour 
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they may tend to the edification of 
ths ſerious and devour. 
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POEM S, Oe. 


PART J. 


RELIGIOUS. 


© 
RETURNING | 


FROM 


THE COUNTRY. 


| [ Own thy vine O my «Od, 
| I own thy 'gracious care; 

I bleſs thee for thy tender love, 
That ſtoops to anſwer pray'r. 


My ſtubborn ſoul would fain be wiſe, 
And diQates oft to thee ; 
The event full oft my folly proves: 
But wiſdom dwells with thee. 


% 
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Kits 
I at thy providential call, 
Went forth like him of old, 
But, far behind him in his faith, 
1 grudg'd to be contronl'd. 


But now I fee thy tender care, 
That order'd well my lot; 
Thy providence hath me ſuſtain'd, 
I have not been forgot. 


My grateful heart ſhalt therefote praiſe 
And laud thy mighty name; 

O put a new ſong in my mouth, 
To praiſe thee for the fame! :! 


O may this inſtance of thy love 
Huſh all my future fear! 

O make me ſtill remember, Lord, 
Thy ſympathiſing care ? 

Bleſs'd be thy name thyſelf hath fx'd 

The place of my abode; 

Caſt on thy care, 3 can I lack ? 

My Father is oy God ! 


5 April 6. 4794. | ; 
3 TL bleſs the Lord, while I have breath, 
Or pow to lift my voice, 
Who kindly orders all events, 
And makes me to rejoice. 


Another inſtance of his pow'r 

This day he makes me ſee; 

He s diſappointed all my fears: 
O praiſe the Lord with me! 


But, ah! the coldnefs of my love, 
The deadneſs of my heart; 

A carnal mind leads me aſtray, 
And makes my Lord depart. 


co) 
O come, and breathe npon my foul, | 
Awake my drowſy pow'rs; | 
Vouchſafe me wiſdom, O my God, 
I' improve my precious hours. 


O may theſe mercies I poffeſs - 
Be by thy grace enjoy d 

O may thy mind in me appear! 
Fill thou each empty void. 

O grant a low and humble heart, 
With high and lofty ſtrains, | 

To ſpread thy precious love abroad, 
As long as life remains? ISS 

Thou all my life haſt been my guide; 
Haſt brought me ſafely through, 

Although no plenty I poſſeſs d, 

And friends have been but few. 

Though oft with fierce temptation try'd, 
That threaten'd to devour, ' 

Thou ſtill mad'ſt way for my relief, 
Did'ſt my eſcape ſecure. * 

O with a live. coal touch my lips, 

Teach me in ſongs to riſe; 

O may thy praiſe my time employ, 
Uatil 1 reach the ſkies! * 


| Marebh 23. 1794. 
OW weary are the tedious hours 
| When Jeſus diſappears ! . 
| How flow the moments move along, 
And months roll on like years ! 


The Sabbath day, though ever dear, 
| Becomes a tedious load. 
When Pm oblig'd to toil alone, 

Deſerted of my God. 
| 33 
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Though ordinances I enjoy, 
And time to read thy word, 


Yet nothing can thy place ſupply, 
When thou art abſent, Lord. 


My ſoul, that ought to ſoar aloft, 
And try to liſp thy praiſe, 


O'ercome with ſloth, dejected links, 


My voice I cannot raiſe. 


While others of thy goodneſs ſpeak, 
And bleſs thee for the ſame, 

My heart, ingrate, would fain repine, 
| am join with them, 


O come, and ſhed thy love abroad, 
And hear me from above! 

O let me feel thee preſent now ! 
The mountains all remove! 


O may a torrent of thy grace 
O'erflow my harren ſoul! 
Make haſte, thou heav 'oly Dove deſcend, 


And fanQify in whole 


O ſeek the weary wand'ring ſheep, 
Let praiſe to thee redonnd ! 


May l, though dead, live yet again; 


Though loſt, by thee be found 


Let not my expectation fail 
On this returning day, + 
But in thy temple mect my ſoul, 


O Lord, | humbly Pray. 


( 7 ) 
"March 30. Rs 


NoTuER glorious Sabbath-day 
Is come, and almoft paſt; - 
1 he table has again been ſpread, | 
That hungry ſouls might taſte. 


The thirſty have been call'd to drink 

Of wiſdom's mingled wine, 

A banquet in the wilderneſs, 
Prepar'd by ſkill divine. 4 

Here all is bought without a price, 
Which beſt befits the poor : 

The rich and proud deſpiſe ſuch terms, 
Nor ſtop at Mercy's door. 


The ſick may alſo find a cure, 
They may find preſent eaſe ; 
Here's balm enough for ev'ry wound, 
Though deſp'rate their diſeaſe. 


Then why, my ſoul, ſhould'ſt thou complain, 

Salvation may be had?--i! ©; 

Ah! why is not the leper cleans'd ? 
This ſadden'd heart made glad? 


Ah! why do ] ſo often aſk, 
Vet ſtill do aſk in vain ? 
My foes do ſtill increaſe their Gy 
No vict'ry I obtain. 
My -roving fancy widely ſtrays, > 
And wanders far abroad, „ 
And trifles vain ingroſs my thoughts, 4 
And leave no room for 


Ah! muſt I never hope to fnd 


That glorious liberty, 
| Which all that truſt in thee enjoy, 


Nor hope toidwell with thee ? 
3 3 


(8) 
No! I will never quit my claim, 
Though languid my deſire, 
Vouchſafe thy re-creating pow'r ! 
With life my ſoul inſpire. 


5 | 3 85 = 
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| Tus: is the day the Ta hath made, 
2 My ſoul, do thou rejoice, 
And gladly hail the kind return, 
And praiſe with chearful voice. 


The ſen hig bright meridian beams 
Beſtows without reſerve ; 

His genial warmth cheers ev'ry plant, 
His beams from damps preſerve. 


The fierce voracious beaſts of prey 
This glorious light eſchew; 
Yes, they in darkpeſs hide their heads, 
Conceal'd from public view. 


O would the anat. Sun 
On my dark ſoul ariſe 
How would the pleaſant budg. of grace - 
Revive beneath his rays: | 


hile at the table ſits the King, : 

My ſpikenard ſweet would ſmell, 
And with the ſweeteſt notes of praiſe, 

My warbling throat would ſwell. 


| by Tn this wild foreſt of my heart 
| Fierce beaſts. of prey abound, h | 
Which rouſe my fears, which break my peace, 
li And do me oft confound. 


„„ wa" 
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When by this plorious light diſpers d, 


They quickly diſappear ; 
Then will the Turtle's charming voice 


Salute my * ear. 


DESERTED: 


UNDER 


FIERCE TEMPTATION. | 


Y God and is thy _—_ gone a 
And ſhall it not return ? 

Mutt 4 in darkneſs ſpend my days, | 
And till thine abſence mourn ? 


Like Ephra'm haſt thou giv'n me up, 
And left me thus alone? 

Ah! wilt thou leave my ſoul a prey, 
An helpleſs caſe to moan? 


I thought I once could call thee mine, 
And in thy name rejoice ; 
Has not thy preſence fill'd my heart? 
\ Thy praiſes tun'd my voice? | 


Have I not felt thy pow'r diſplay'd, 
In my deliverance? 

My foes oft roſe my ſoul to ſpoil, 

But thou waſt my defence. 


I could rejoice.in thine own day, 

And mourn its nimble flight ; 
In thine own courts to meet thy ſaints, 
It was my heart's delight. 


(ww) 


| My fleece was often water'd there“, 


My graces then did thrive ; 


And Gilead's balm heal'd all my wounds 'Y 


Thou did'ſt my ſoul revive, 
The worldling's por tion I deſpis'd, 


As free from ev'ry tie; 


With little pleas'd, liv'd in peace, 


Few were more bleſs'd than I. 


My warmeſt with was that thy blood 


Might waſh away my ſin, 


And that the Holy Spirit's fire 


Might purify within. 


Ah ! like the luckleſs ſpendthrift 15 
I've wander'd from my home; 


I've ſpent my all, I'm poor indeed, 


And have myſelf undone. 


My ſtupid ſoul is chain'd to earth 
By triple cords of ſenſe; 5 
The things of time engroſs my thoughts; "5 
Nor can I call them thence. | 


J feed on huſks from day to day, 
But am not ſatisfied ; 


Yet ftill my ſtubborn fooliſh heart 
Is ſwol'n by curſed pride. 


My ev'ry facdlty's derang'id, 


Like harp that's out of tune; 5 
And fink I muſt, unleſs. thou deign'ſt 
To hear, and fave me ſoon. 


But why art thou caſt down, my foul, 
Or in me ſo diſmay'd? . 


The Lord is ſtronger than my foes, 


| Why ſhould'ſt thou be afraid MY 


5 Referring to the Jew falling on Gideon' 8 beece, 3. as a 


ſign of the vine Teva. Jadges, 29128 8 


( 1 ) 
For time and for eternity, 
By faith in him confide ; 
To him make known thy ev'ry want, 
He ſurely will provide. 


A 


A 


TIME OF DESERTION. 


O Lord, ſend quick relief ; ; 
O calm my ruffled ſpirit ſoon, 
Nor let me fink in grief, 


May patience have her perfect wark, 
O help me to ſubmut ! 

Whatever is thy will with me, 
May J conſent to it. 


Though in a dungeon cloſe confin'd, 
If thou art with me there, | 

I would a paradiſe enjoy, 
And breathe the pureſt air. 


* for means muſt then be vain, 
or nothing they can give, f 
Tis thou alone can Aueh 

And troubled ſouls relieve. 


But thou art preſent even now, 
And ſeeſt each riſing figh ; 

O, then, reveal thyſelf to me, 
And make me feel thee nigh! 


O come, and make my heart thy home, 
Make it thine own abode ! 


V heart's o'erwhelm'd, and quite 0'ercome, 


4 22 1 


O make it glorious all within, 


A temple fit for God! 


J long to feel thy humble mind“, 
And prove the calm repoſe 

Which thoſe enjoy that reſt in thee, 
In midſt of envious foes. 


J have no merit, Lord, to boaſt, 
I no demand can make, 

But what from mercy I derive, 
Ev'a for thine own name's ſake, 


SOC ——— . * 


ox BEIN G 


CONFINED FROM ORDINANCES, | 


Rrsx, O Lord, ind ſave my foul,” 
O ſend me preſent aid, 


For my tumultuous heart's perplex'd, 


And all my comfort's fled. 


My former bleſſings I've abus'd, 

And now they're far remov'd ; 

But O contend not in thy wrath, 
But hear thy W £LL-BELOVED + 


O for his ſake let grace abound, 


Shew forth thy pow'r in me: 
Did he not for my guilt atone 
On the accurſed tree? 


O Jjeſus! deign to plead my 1 
And ſave me by thy pow'r! 

O heal the wound that ſin hath made, 
And gild each gloomy hour. 85 


A diſpoſition, humble and meek, like chat of our 


Saviour. 
+ The Mediator. 


CF ) 


Ah ! bid-my anxious cares ſubſide, 
And quell the boiſt'rous ſtorm !- 

Ariſe, and from my powerful foes 

Reſcue thy feeble worm. 


Would'ſt thou but ſpeak, into mine heart, 
A calm would ſoon take place, X75 
Thy preſence, Lord, would ſatisfy, 
And fill my ſoul with peace. 


Ah ! pity, pity, and relieve, 

Nor leave me, thus alone, 

For well thou know'ſt each anxious thought, 
And hear'ſt each heavy moan, 


Thine eye ſurveys mine inmoſt ſout; 
Thou know'ſt each pang I feel 5 

May pity's bowels move thine arm, 
Diſplay thy pow'r, and heal. 


I long to bear thy eaſy yoke, EW 

| And prove the humble mind ; 

A will in all things Joſt in thine, 
And to my lot reſign d. 


O bleſs me with a fingle eye, 
Thy glory make my aim, 
Nor let my zeal like fehw' 's prove, 
Proud, ſelfiſh, baſe, and vain, 


Since I'm depriv'd of outward _—_— 
O bleſs me, here alone ; 
O pity, pity my complaint ; 
not, I am undone. 


O give me arguments to plead, _. 
And acceſs to thy throne;  *# -. 
O order thou thyfelf my,caoſe, 
For well to thee 'tis known. 


Full well thou know'ſt, my reſtleſs . 
That wanders from its neſt ; 


Yo 3. . 
fk * 
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| ( 24 ) 
O-make it now at length return, 
1 And lean upon thy breafl. 

| Ah! pity, Lord, this riſing figh, 
| And break this heavy chain; 


May all my comforts, Lord, ariſe 
From future things unſeen, 


A glorious Sabbath will commence, 
; That never ſhall be o'er, 

ll | And all prepar'd for ſuch a ſtate, 
. Shall fall by ſin no more. 


oN 
A SACRAMENT-SABBATH, 
June 8. 1794. 


HIS morning, Lord, of thine own day, 
I'll render praiſe to thee, © 
Thou pity'd haſt my low eſtate, 
And ſet my ſpirit fre. 


Like him of old, I wander'd far, 
And left my father's home; 
I've ſpent my little all for nought, 
And poor indeed become ! 


My ſoul was ev'n in priſon caſt, 
Chain'd up in unbelief ; 
I wanted ſtrength to move the bar, 
And pow'r to alk relief. 


"CS 3 


Thus, ſore perplex'd, from day 0 82755 3 


| For many months I ſtray'd, - 
| Afraid the Lord had caſt me off, 
And quite refus'd his aid. 


= But, O my ſoul, bleſs God the Lord, 


For he is gracious ſtill, - 
This day he call'd me near his throne, 
And bade me aſk my will. 


] got an audience of my King, 

Il, found his preſence near, 
A lively hope o'erſpread my foul, 
I nothing had to fear. | 


For time and for eternity, 

I aſk'd with fervent ſtrain; _ 

1 felt a firm degree of faith, 
And did not aſk in vain. 


"7; 
THE SAME. 


* Bl Ess thee for thy goodneſs, Lord, 
This day vouchſaf d to me, 
Which diſappointed all my fears, 

And ſet my ſpirit free, 


Which in temptation kept my foul, 
And heald my ev'ry pain; 


And when my heart and ſpirit ſunk, 
Reviv'd my ſoul again. 
The hearts of all are in thy hand ; 
For, far _— wy 2 
0 


9 


No outward hind'rance his had pow'r : 
Thou haſt my freedom wrought. 


O bleſs me with a grateful heart ! 
And fill my tongue with praiſe 


| That thou haſt deign'd a look of love, 


While wand'ring from thy ways. 


I bleſs thee for the free acceſs _ 


Thou giv'ſt me at thy throne ; 
O Lord, fulfil each anxious "wiſh, 
And make my cauſe thine own, 


I bleſs thee for each act of faith 
Thou gav'ſt me in thy pow'r, 
And for thy willingneſs to fave 
n Ong RO” A een 


; = 
ON Jupoes Xvi. 17. 
Then my fringth wil go from me. 


1 Lurz could ſing of ſov'reign grace, 
And mercy free extol, | 
Which heard in an accepted time, 
And freed my fetter'd ſoul : 


Which took me from the miry * 
And plac'd me on 4 rock ; 

Which put my ev'ry fear to flight, . 

And kindly to me ſpoke. 

Buy faith I ſaw his pow'r and love 

"Diſplay'd for my relief; 

I could with ſafety on him "reſt, 

* or had I cauſe of e 


1 „0 

I in my freedom did rejoice, 
And hop'd it would remain, 

But ſoon, alas! by ſin o'erpow! 7d, 
I am enthrall'd again. 


My cruel foes renew'd the fight, 
By ſubtile ſap and mine, el 
1 yielding ſoon, my feeble foul 
| From duty did decline. 
I'm weak as ever heretofore, 
Of ſtrength completely ſhorn, 


Thy pow'r alone, almighty God, 
Can fave a feeble worm. 


Of ſelf-ſalvation, Q my God, 


I ever muſt deſpair ; 


Then ſave me, Lord, and take the proſe! * 


O be thou ever near! 


— 
* 


PERPETUAL CHANGES. 


85% laſt I mark'd thy favours, Lord, 
What changes have I ſeen ! 
My poor unſtable ſoul is toſs'd, 

With ſcarce a truce between. 


I'm now ſet free, rejoice: in hope, 
That thus it ſhall remain, 4 
I'm then enthrall'd, e er I'm. aware, 

In anxious care and pain. 


O ſtay this fluctuating ſoul 
With ſtable ſtrength. and pow'r! 
O let thy grace for me appear, 
In Wy trying _— * 
2 
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(23) 
My ſoul would fain to Jeſus louk, 
And firmly claim his aid, 


For well I know who truſt in him 
Need never be afraid. | 


But while I try, my heart lips off, 
. And wanders far and wide, VI 
My ftubborn will muſt have the reins, 
As blinded reaſon's guide. | 


| But O vouchſafe a tender look, 
* And paſs tranſgreſſions by, 
N As once on faithlefs Peter, caſt 
| On me thy pitying eye. . 
That look alone can break my heart, 
And all my fins ſubdue ! | 

That look would all my foes affright, 
T7: And daſh the helliſh crew! | 


2 
| PLEASANT FRAME | 


o 


4 SACRAMENTSABBATH. 


Hap J bat a grateful heart! 
O had J but an angel's tongue! 
O wculd'it thou, Lord, theſe guts impart! 
I'd praiſe thee with a lofty ſong, 
Thou diſappointed'ſt all my fears, 
And did'ſt thyſelf to me reveal, 


Thou did'ſt my captive foul relieve, 
In ſpite of all the pow'rs of hell! 


My 


O pauſe, my ſoul, a while, and think 
Of thy returns for favours paſt ! 

And wonder why he has not made 
Each miſimproved gift the laſt. 


And can'ſt thou yet, O Lord, forgive, 
Ev'n after all that I have done, 

Who thus abuſe thy boundleſs grace, 
And {light the merits of thy Son. 

But with the pardon give me pow'r 
To ſtand, nor let me daily fall, 

And thus reſolve and re-reſolve, 
Till ſummon'd by that awful call. 


Thou know'ſt I fear left time to come 
Prove me as vain-as time that's paſt ; 
My heart already finks to earth, 
O raiſe it up, and keep it faſt ! 


O give me pow'r, almighty God, 
To give up all that's dear to me! 
And truſt thou wilt my comforts keep! 
O let me only live to thee ! 


Come, O my elder Brother, come, 
My kinſman dear, my fleſh and bone! 
O be not to-my ſoul ſo ſtrange, 
But fix in me thy laſting home ! 
O let me not again give way, 
I almoſt tremble at the thought; 
Thy pow'r alone can keep my ſoul, 
Who haſt ſo oft deliv'rance wrought. 
Whatever is thy will to give, ; 
= Let me with gratitude embrace, 
And Hannah-like, give chearful back, 
And O receive the ſacrifice ! 
C3 


N 
But what thou pleaſeſt to with- hold, 
O make me willing to reſign: 


My peace is rectitude of ſoul, 
And loſing all my will in thine a 


O plant in me the humble mind, 
And ſtamp thine 1 image on my heart ! 
Eft abliſn thou my wav'ring ſoul, 

Nor let me from thy paths depart. 


Then ſhall my feeble tongue thee praiſe, 
Then will I to thy glory live; ED 
Then ſhall my happy ſoul rejoice, 
And thou ſhalt honour then receive. 


Then will 1 tell bs all around, | 
What thou haſt done for wretched me, / 
How thou redeem'dſt my ſoul from death, 
And ſett ſt the lawful capti ve free. 


ON Hosxa viii. 11. 


Ephraim is a filly dove without heart, Ve. 


AS Ephraim of old compar'd 
- Unto a filly feeble dove, 
That wanted pow'r to ſtand his guard, 
Tho? woo'd and aw'd by tender love. 


The ſame addreſs is due to me, 
If ever it was due to one; 

I oft have ſeen in him my caſe, 
For courage I have ſurely none. 


I oft repent of what is paſt, 
And think I hate the baſe deceit ; 


"(6am N e 
But ſoon as Satan ſpreads his wiles, 6 ; 75 
I'm fetter'd in his ſubtile net. 


1 thoughtleſs ſee the pleaſing bait, 

And heedleſs of the hook within; yl 

] eager graſp, and ſwallow down, *+- 
The deadly draught of wilful fin. 


My thoughts at random 1 let rove, 
That fruitful ſource of all my rand. ; 
Then all my reſolution fails, 
1 cannot break them in again. 


O were my reſtleſs fancy ſtill ! | 
O could I but vain thoughts or ham 
With calm ſerenity of ſoul, 
O would the Lord be pleag'd to bleſs! 


I think I then would live at eaſe, ©» 
And calmly truſting in the Lord; 

This promiſe ſeen by faith would pleaſe, 
As I perus'd his ſacred word. 


: ON | 
T HE LIFE..QF, FAIKM.-..-- 


13 loſt a day, the prince * 
Ah ! had he doſt but only one; 
How is my ſlothful ſpirit ſnam d 

By great Veſpaſian's royal ſon. 
Though Jacob's God he did not know, | 

Nor yet his law that bars from fin, | 1 
Yet ſeems a ſtrict regard to ſhow | 

To his vicegerent fix'd within. 


— 
; 


632 * 


But 1 wich trifles ever teas d 
Let day to day flip thoughtleſs by : 

O would the Lord his pow'r but ſhow ! 
To him alone for help I cry. 


Mercies thus waſted, unimprov'd, 
Muſt ſurely prove a curſe at lait ; 
O let not judgements, Lord, take place, 
Nor, as thou may'ſt, my comforts blaſt. 


But O let mercy {till be ſhown, PI 
Nor let, O Lord, thine anger * > 

O do not look on me alone, | 
But ſee me in the ſacrifice. 


Forgive the paſt, I humbly plead, 

And give me pow'r for time to EN 
O let not Satan ſtill prevail, | 

But call my roving fancy home. 


O dit ppoint my ev'ry fear, 
And ev'ry malady'expel, 
O give me faith to overcome, 
Ah! in that grace let me excel. 


»Tis faith the world can overcome, 
And ev'ry deadly foe ſubdue ; 

"Tis faith that lights the flame divine, 
Of heva'nly love, fincere and true. 


By faith I'd ſoon a conqu'ror prove 
O'er all the evils I endure; 
Were [I poſſeſs'd of living faith, 

I ſoon would find a laſtingteure. 
O were I but of faith poſſeſs'd, 45 5 
My love would fly on heaw'nly wings, 
Nor would it find, to ſtop its courſe, - 

An object in terreſtrial things. 
J then would bid the mountains move, 
Theſe mountains high that intervene, 


CF 
I'd bid each idol ſtand aloof, „ „. Ze PET 
Nor dare diſturb my peace ſerene, + 
I'd ſpeak with an unſtamm'ring tongue, 
And claim my kindred with the Kies; 


My ſoul, ſet free from low deſires, Oe. 
Would then with heav'nly ardour riſe, 


Ah! bleſs'd and happy, happy ſtate ! 
While thus I write, 1 ſomething feel, 
But, far below the glorious theme, 
O Lord, the pow'r of faith reveal. 
I feel myſelf again below, 
Expos'd to Satan's rage and ſcorn; _ 
I fear a new temptation near; 
But unto'thee, O Lord, I turn. 


| On Joshua iv. 25. 

And Foſbua ſuid, Why baft thou trouhi# ur. 
d.Y 851: Iſrael went forth to fight, . 
They fled before he fg, 


An Achan in the camp remain'd, 
That prov'd their overthrow. 


I feel myſelf in ſuch a caſe, 
And forc'd to quit the field; 
My foes again renew their ſtrength, - 
And I am forc'd to yield. | 
An Achan harbour'd in my heart, 
The Holy Spirit grieves 
Which forces oft to take his flight: 
Thus fia my ſoul deceives. 


( 34 ) 
O God of love! with pity look 
Upon my helpleſs caſe, _ 


The tempter hunteth after we ; 
Support me by thy grace. 


Thou know'ſt what cauſe I have to wur, 4 

A trying time at hand; _ Rt” 

O put my ev'ry foe to flight! q 
By grace make me to ſtand. 


Why is it, Lord, that I for nought 

Thus fell my peace ferene ? 
Muſt ev'ry vice have ſome reward, 
Since mine has only pain? 


O heal my ſoul, and ſet it free, 
Nor let me always mourn, 
Enlarge my heart, O Lord, and then 
I'll praiſe thee in return. 


Thine all- per vading eye ſurveys 
My poor dejected ſoul, - 

Although no real cauſe. [.have ; . 
O make my ſpirit whole! 


But, O my ſoul, how dart thou grieve : 1 

The Lord is doubly kind, 58 

Who even gratifies thy wiſh, 
And ſatisfies thy mind. 


But only patient wait-his time, 
Thou haſt no cauſe to fear, 


According to thy faith it ſhall, 
However ſtrange, appear. 


: Although the viſion tarry, wait, 
Faith makes no rapid haſte, 7 BD 
The Lord knows beſt the * time; 
Upon his wiſdom reſt. 


- To all thy num'rous' craving Wants 
He lends a patient. ear; 


-— 
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Thy ev'ry ems ſafe he keeps, 
And numbers ewry hair; 

Think on the flow'rs that grace thy walk, 
And charm thy wond'ring eye, 
They neither care, nor toll, iow ſpin,. 

Feet who with them can vie! 


It is thy father's bounteous hand 
That cloaths the flow'ry tribe; 

Attentive to the fading graſs, 
Won't he for thee provide? 

Yes, ſure, he will, upon him reſt, 
His promiſe ſtands engag'd, © 

He'll perfect what concerneth thee, 

From yduth to hoary age. 


* 
. 
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on 
GRATITUDE FOR MERCIES., 


. 3 Lands are ever noun 

I'll therefore magnify thy name, 
From day to day I prove thee kind, 2 
From year to year thou'rt ſtill che ſame. 


Though oft my peeviſh heart A wh 
And murmurs at thy chaſt'ning rod. 

And boldly dictates ev'n to Bag 5355 
Though of infinite wiſdom God. „„ 


Yet when I caſt my eyes within, 
And ſee ſuch helliſh legions there, 

I quickly am oblig'd to own - 
Thy mercy chat ſtill deigns to ſpare. 


(636) 


1 bleſs thee for the preſent calm 


feel from ev'ry carking care; 


O help me ſtill. to look to thee, - 
And leave each heavy burden there. 


O diſappoint, my ev'ry fear, 
That often on miy peace cot in! 
O let me ſtill remember, Lord, 


I nothing have to fear but in, 


For all I want, or all I wiſh, 

Make me alone on thee — 
And, O in ev'ry trying caſe, 

Be thou, O Lord, my fairhful bs, 


Let me not be by nature led, | 
Nor, Lord, deceiv'd by ca blind; 5 


— 


But O direct my ev'ry choice, 


And I to thee the praiſe will ſend. 


Come, O my God, and claim thy right, 


And challenge my deyoted ſoul ! 
Thy covenant again renew, 


And be to me my all in all. 


IT other lords: have entertain'd, | 
And oft have broke my. Red vow, 


And even ſtill my {trolling heart 


Is wand' ring after trifles low. 


But O diſ; lay thy glorious pow 33 
And ſhed abroad thy love in me! 

Tranſported with the glorious ſight, 

IU quickly riſe, and follow thee. 


£ 3} 


71 IE OF SORE TRIAL. 


AH! why, my ſoul, art thou caſt down? 
What is the cauſe of all thy pain? 
Ought'ſt thou not rather to rejoice, 

And turn unto thy reſt again? 

Did not the Lord with pow'r appear? 

Thou ſaw'ſt, and own'd'ſt his gracious care 
He kept thy mind in perfect peace, 

Did'ſt thou not find him preſent there? 
Why ſhould thy care of others thus, 
From day to day, thy peace deſtroy? 

If they deſpiſe, be thou the more 
| Intent the bleſſing to enjoy. 


O let not needleſs carking cares 
With water always mix thy wine ! 

Return, my ſoul, unto thy reſt, 
And centre in thy Friend divine. 


In patient hope thy ſoul poſleſs, 

In quiet reſt thy ſtrength ſhall be; 
With confidence truſt in the Lord, 

| Who always hath ſupported. thee. 


'Tis he alone can make anew, 
Or change the flinty heart of ſtone ; 
Then wait, O wait, by faith and pray'r, 
And leave the work to him alone. 
Why art thon thus from day to day 
O'erwhelmed {till with care and pain? 
as this,—this glorious goſpel-feaſt, 
Prepared thus for thee in vain ? 


D 


(ES) 
This is the day the Lord hath made, 
The day my Lord and Saviour roſe ! 


The cruel bands of death he broke, 
And triumph'd o'er his vanquiſh'd foes. 


This day thy mortal eyes have ſoen 
The ſolemn ſymbols of his love, 


Who died, and roſe, peace to procure; 


He pleads thy cauſe for thee above. 


Then let the gates be lifted up, 
The bolted doors wide open throw ; 
Come in, thou mighty Prince of Peace, 
And diſpoſſeſs thy ev*ry foe. 
Thou know'ſt I'm helpleſs, weak, and poor, 
Nor ſtrength nor wiſdom, Lord, have I; 
Well doſt thou know the way I take; ; $ 
To thee alone I ſtill do cry, 


- An ele& precious corner-ſtone 


Thou haſt for us in Zion laid, 


That weary ſouls may reſt upon, 


And ne'er have. cauſe to be afraid. 


Built on this ſure foundation, Lord, 
I'd ev'ry fierce attack repel; 

Built on this rock, I would defy 
The hoſtile pow'rs of earth and hell. 


/ 


The Rock's inhabitants ſhall ſing, 


Though all the earth beſides ſhould mourn ; 
They may be for a time caſt down, 
But j joy to them ſhall ſoon return. 


Who knows thy name, will in it truſt ; 
Reveal it alſo,. Lord, to me, 

For I'm in tempeſt toſs'd, my ſoul's 

Greatly diſquieted in me. 


F 
Tis now a time of trouble, Lord, 
therefore earneſt call on thee; 
According to thy promiſe, haſte 
To help and ſtrongly ſuccour me. 
O grant me Jacob's wreſtling fait, 
That ſtill may ſtrive, nor let thee go, 
Till on my ſad and troubled ſaul 
A heav hly bleſſing thou beſtow. 
Bleſs me, ev'n me, my Father dear, 


That thus I may not ſtill complain, 
For oft thou haſt declar'd, that none 


Shall ever ſeek thy face in vain. 


ON... 


' CONVICTION. 
: : Fo 
Pes 


PAST MISCONDUCT. 


— — 


In dealing thus with me, 

try to magnify thy grace, 

And render praiſe to thee. 
| D 2 


[ Own thy righteous judgements, Lord, 


WiC. nas 
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Should'f thou ev'n take my ſoul away, 
Both living, and in wrath, 


I nothing have to plead hy not? 
l: ' ve ſwerv'd from wiſdom's path. 


That I am left to ſtrive alone, 
How can I once complain! 

Since deaf to all thy gracious , y 
I choſe the way that's vain. of 


I'm by thy word of truth" condemn'd, 
My conſcience ſays the ſame; 
If mercy yet remains for me, 
'Tis in my-Saviour's nam 


But though my birthright I have ſold, 
As nought in my eſteem, 

Still Jeſus did without a price 
Such guilty ſouls redeem. 


| O ſet the lawful captive free! 
Thou cam'ſt to ſave the loſt, 

EY Thou haſt for rebels gifts obtain 'd, 
| In thee I fain would truſt. 


Forgive, O Lord, my fin that's paſt, 


83 


And purify my heart; 
And in thy all- atoning blood, 
8 O give my ſoul a part. 


Ah! in thy, joy make me rejoice, 


| And heal my broken bones; f 
1 Does not thy Holy Spirit breathe, 
j In theſe unutter'd groans ? 


Ah! hear and arſwer for thyſelf, 
And make thy truth appear ; 5 
Ah! give me ſupplicating grace, Nd 

And lend the bea = 4 


ay 
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THE SAME. 


OME, O convincing Spirit, come, 


4 Lord, make the north-wind freely blow, . 


Sotten, O Lord, this hard'ned heart, 
And make the contrite waters flow. 


A barren tree, I muſt confeſs, | 

I've cumber'd long the ſacred ground, 
Water'd with all the means of grace ; 

But, ah-! what fruit on me is found? ' 


For once again, Lord, ſmite the rock, 
And make the briny torrent flow, s 
Till of thy favour well aſſur'd, 
Ah! let me pleaſure never know. . 


For what have to do with peace, 
If thou, O Lord, upon me frown ? 
But turn, O-Lord, and mercy have, 
And lay the vengeful weapon down. 


Allure me in the wilderneſs, . 
Cauſe mie again to thee return; 
My heart this moment pants for thee, _ 
For thee alone my ſoul doth mourn. 
Efain would leave all earthly toys, 
And cleave to thee, O Lord, alone, 
But, ah! this baſe deceitful heart 
Abounds with miſchief, deep, unknown. 


Speak kindly to my ſoul, O Lord, N 
Aud free me from all needleſs care 


And O betroth me to th yielf, 
. In-righteouſneſs and mercy dear! 


0 42 ) 
I fain would Abba, Father, ery, 
And claim thee for my cov'nant God; 


Thy Spirit's ſeal, O Lord, apply, 
And cleanſe me in thy pureſt blood. 


- This is thy will concerning me, 
That I be glorious all within ; j 
O ſanctify my filthy ſoul! | 
O make me now to ceaſe from fin ! 45 


O Lord, create me all ane 7 ol 
+ And circumciſe this wicked heart, 
Do thou with hyſſop ſprinkle me, 
Nor let me from thy law depart. 


Thou ſay'ſt, © Stout-hearted ſinners, come, 
And all my great ſalvation ſee;“ | 

Ah ! draw me, or cannot —_ 
Diſplay thy pow'r and work in me. 


l have no pow'r, revive me, faint, 

Give ſtrength according to thy word, 
Make me mount up on eagles? wings, 
| Unweary'd in the heav'nly road. 


j | O make the parched land a pool, | 

| | The thirſty land a cooling Dering : "EEG 

1 Make graſs appear where dragons lay, 
And make the barren deſart fing. 


Cavſe me, ev'n me, in thee rejoice, = gle © 
And praiſe thee for my cov 'nant God; . 
Thy precious gifts to me apply, . 
Jclaim an int'reſt in thy blood. 


Ev'n now thou know'ſt. temptation's near, I 

Give help according to thy word; Em 
If thou ſtand'ſt by need not fear, 
| "Thou art of all falvation God. 
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SPIRITUAL DARKNESS. 


OR ever is thy mercy gone ? "CE 5 
Wilt thou, O Lord, be kind no more? 
Ah! is the harveſt ended quite, 


The pleaſant ſummer wholly o'er ? ? 


And is my day of t mercy paſl ? 53 > ! 
O muſt my ſoul unſav'd remain, One | 
\nd never thy ſalvation prove, | ; | 4 
But fin for ever in me reign? 9 j 
Muſt jarring paſſions always war, 5 4 | 
And thus diftraft my feeble foul ? ; 


Ah! Bord, would'ſt thou but ſpeak the word, 
Thou ſoon would'ſt Satan's pow'r controul. 


Muſt I ne'er hope to find the reſt 
Prepar'd for all that love thy name? 

Muſt I ne'er join the heav'nly choir, _ 
That fing of Moſes and the Lamb ? 


Yes, ſtill I'll hope; for dark deſpair OR 
Would land me in eternal woe; 
Thou cam'ſt not, Jeſus, to condemn, 

But that the world thy love might know. 


| 1 
Thou cam'fſt the pris'ner to releaſe, th, p 
fr? 

| 
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And ſet the lawful captive free ;- 
Guilt only juſtifies thy death ; 5 | 
The righteous have no need of thee, | | 0 


I wander {till in error's path, EG if 

But it is thine to ſave the loſt; _ 11 
I'm dead in fin, but thou art life ; ; 1 
Revive my ſoul that cleaves to duſt. 


LE} 
I'm blind, O Lord, anoint mine eyes; 
I'm naked, chou my cov'ring be; 


Oilet thy right 'oulneſs oferfpread; 
And from ſtern juſtice ſhelter me ! 


I'm poor, O Lord, but make me rich 
With gold that in the fire is try'd;. 
I'm ignorant, O do me teach, [ 

Thy Spirit be my friendly guide.. 


Pm deaf, O Lord, to thy commands, 
O give me, Lord, the hearing ear; 

Ah! give the heart to underſtand, 
And bleſs me with a filial fear. 


I will believe, and in thee hope, 
That I ſhall yet falvation ſee; 

I know ' tis good to wait on God, 
I'll therefore try to truſt in thee.. 


If I turn back, I'm ſure of death, 
The conqueſt's only gain'd through thee ;: 
A mighty hoſt invades my ſoul, 
Diſplay thy benner, Lond, for me. 


They often like a flood come in; 
Ah ! let thy ſtandard lifted be; 
Ah! let thy promiſe be fulfill'd ; 
My longing eyes are fix'd on thee, 
I een tis vain to look for aid 
rom any other arm but thine 
Then be, G Lord, wy ſhield and ſhade, _ 
And perfect thou thy ſtrength in mine. 


4 4 


REJOICING IN HOPE. 


Rove cafely through other week, 
I'll bleſs the Lord's moſt holy name, 

| I'll try to magnify thy grace, 

And mercy ſhall be all my theme. 


But, ah ! how fruitleſs the 5 
Unleſs the Lord afford his aid; 

O bleſs me with a grateful beart, ; 
And praiſes ſhalb by me be paid, 


I bleſs thee for abundant health, | 
And for my pleaſant ſafe retreat, 
Where jarring noiſe has no acceſs, 


Where free I can thy praiſe repeat. 45 5 ae” 


With all things needful.. L thou, ſo pply/& .. 
This fading periſhable frame, 
O could I render proper thank z, 
And make thy glory : all my aim. 


With eloathing richly thou provid't, 
And mak'ſt this fading fleih thy care; 

Nay more, in kindneſs thou art pleas'd 
To anſwer my poor lifeleſs pray'r. ' 


O grant me ſupplicating grace, 
Once more, I humbly thee implore ! 
Ah! give me, Lord, a grateful heart, 
And then Il praiſe thee more and more. 


Things greater far than theſe diſplay'd, 

O may I in thy mercy ſee ! 

Ev'n may thy full ſal vation, Lord, 
Appear in thoſe held dear to me. 
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0 keep my mind ſtill ſtay'd on thee, 
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Loet not conv ictions, Lord, be loſt, 


But may they in converſion end, 
Sin's evil let them clearer ſee, 
And lead them to the ſinner's Friend. 


Ah! keep them, Lord, from youthful ſnares, 


That wage ſuch wars againſt the ſoul; 


e on their behalf, O Lord, 


nd Satan's pow'r in them = 


Help me to leave them in th * | 
ar care, 


Ah! make them thy pec 
May they till walk as in thy 
And ſee thee preſent ev'ry wh 


Although in body abſent now, 5 

Oft may we meet before thy throne, | 

There to unboſom all our cares, 
And lay each Heavy burden down. 


There may we always reuder praiſe 
For ev'ry bleſſing we enjoy, 

Till we appear before thy face, 
When ceaſeleſs praiſe ſhall all employ. 


Evin now I have alt cauſe of praiſe, 


For calm ſerenity and pence ; 


And let thy praiſes n never ceaſe. 
auc vi 37.1794. | 80 
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| ON 
WAITING FOR DIRECTION. 


" STILL will praiſe, for 'trs my right 
To praiſe the Lord moſt high, 

| His mercy to me never ends, 

His name I'll magnify. 


A mind, oompos d, calm, and ſerene, 
Still reſting i in thy will, 

That looks to thee, and waits till thou 
Thy counſels all fulfil. 


My ſoul for ſome time paſt hath been 
In ſuch a frame as this; 

| This frame thou only could'ſt beſtow, 
Thy name I'll therefore bleſs. . 


For nothing careful I have been, 
Though in the midſt of care, 
My only hope is fix'd on thee, 

Ah! hear my feeble pray'r. 


Direct me in my ev'ry choice, 
Nor let me miſs my way, 

Thy glory only make my aim, 
O Lord, I humbly pray. 


Where I can live moſt free from fin, 
Or glorify my God, 

Where I can beſt my neighbour ſerve, 
There fix thou my abode. -- 


The time thou know'ſt, O Lord, 15 near, 
That muſt the caſe decide ; ; 

| The act of choice thou know'ſt is mine, 

But O be thou my guide 
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AN 


BARTHLY MIND. 


Mmp to ow prone I keel. 
My motive's inſincere, Y 
he things of time have too much room, 


In my moſt fervent pray'r. 


Could I but firſt the kingdom ſeek 


That's far beyond the ſky, . 


I well might truſt with all hives, elſe - 
Thou would'ft my wants ſupply. 


My ſpirit's flutter'd, O ſend peace, 


O Lord, I thee implore, 


] cannot praiſe thee in this frame, 
Nor count thy favours o'er. 


O Lord, beſtow a grateful 8 ; 


And cauſe my lips to ſing ! 


O for a heart to render. thanks ; 


Praiſe is a pleaſant thing. 


But fin indulg*d my muſic ſpoils, 


My voice puts out of tune, 


And ah! too oft my ſilent harp's 


On mournful willow hung. 


Then j jarring paſſions break my peace, 


And vex my feeble ſoul; 


Ariſe, O Lord, diſpel the gloom, 


And Satan's pow'r controul, 


THE POWER 


5 or 


OMNIPO TE N CE. 


** bleſs the Lord, who 1 in my Araits 
Doth till deliv'rance bring, 
For praiſe is pleaſant, and to e 

Is a moſt comely thing. 


I'll praiſe the Lord that cauſeth me 
As in paſt days to ſing, 
feel my faith in thee increaſe, 
Ah! could I glory bring. 


| I'll bleſs thee for the cheering view 
Thou gav'ſt me by thy word, 
Wherein I ſaw thy tender care, 
The true and faithful Lord. 


For mercies yet to come; 
Ah! with the gift the bleſſing ſend, 
Elſe I am quite undone. 


Thou know'ſt this night 1 have no wiſh 
On creatures to rely, 

Tis only on thy faithful word 
I fix my ſtedfaſt eye. 


Though oft my unbelief ſuggeſts, 
Can theſe things really be? | 
Yet on thy true and faithful word, 
I'm ſettled ſtedfaſtly. 


1 can this moment freely praiſe 1 1 755 
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« As is thy faith, ſo ſhall it be,” 
He ſaid that cannot he, 

cc Tn trouble call on me, and thou 
My name ſhalt glorify.” 

A word of promiſe far more ſure 
I have to reſt upon, 

Than any creature could impart, 
That breathes below the fun. 


Ev'n though my frame ſhould ſhift and chang: 
As I ſuſpe& it will, | 
| To-day as yeſterday the ſame, 
Thou wilt ſupport me ſtill. 
Theſe tow'ring Alps ſhall fall before ZN 
My Zerubbabel — 5 „ 
Nor ſhall theſe dogs of Egypt dare 
. To move ?gainſt me their tongue. 
But how or when theſe things ſhall be, 
I wiſh not to inquire, 
To wait my God's * ge time, 
Is all my heart's 
His ways are in the whirlwind x 


He rides upon the ſtorm, 
And when I leaſt enpect, he can 


His purpoſes perform. 
September 21. 1794. < 
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; wi 
THE SAME. 


Well may my foul inquire, 


That thus the Lord ſhould —_ to grant 


All that I can defire. 


He all my wants ſupply'd, Wand I 
| Had neither houſe nor home, 


Nay, he has for his fervant ſpoke, 
For many days to come. . 


The ſong of Hannah I'll adopt, 
And take it for my o., 
And, with Deborah, I'II "tings 

O'er armies ove 
With Mary, too, 1 will be glad, 
And of thy mercy fing, . 
That ſaw thine bandmaid's low eſtate, 
And did deliv'rance hring.. 


For peace ſerene I'll render thanks, 
And praiſe the Lord moſt high ; 
The world can neither give nor take 
The peace I now enjoy. 
With Moſes, too, I'll jain, and ſay, 
Who is like to the Lord? 
For all things into being come, 
If he but ſpeak the ward. 


The Lord doth reign, I will him praiſe, 
While endleſs ages roll ; 


| Let all things breathing praiſe the Lord, 


Him praiſe, O thou my ſoul. 


I 24+ 1794» | 
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AT an I, or my father's houfe ? 


4 
| 


f 
- 
rt 
| 
| 
7 
45 
1. 
$* 
#3 
75 
1 
4 
4 
if 
i 
17 
43 
14 
* 


(53 Þ 


_ On GeNes1s _ 26. 


x HY 7 praiſes, kind, that cl my ws. ace} 

Are juſtly due from me, 

For well 1 en I have good cauſe | 
To render praiſe to thee. 


Faith in thy word ] will retain, 
That thou wilt all fulfill; | 

Let not thy mercies, Lord, "Pare, FOG end: 
But ſand ify my ſoul. +4 S955 $2146 7 


Let me not ſin as grace — | 
This bitter root deſtroy ; | 
Forgive my fin, and, Lord, reſtore. | 

Me thy ſalvation's joy. 2h 


Ope, Lord, my eyes, and let me ſee, 
* all my bleſſings know, 
T long, O Lord, to prove the ſweets * 
From gratitude which flow. 


But ſin embitters all my ſweets, 
M⁊ꝛ y roving fancy wild + 
O'ercomes me flill ;-O Lord, releaſe _ 
Thy ſtubborn perverſe child. 5 


Bruiſe Satan ſhortly under me, « 
O Lord, cut ſhort his pow'r ; 
Deliver, La or elſe he will 
My feeble ſoul devour. 


Lift up thy countenance, O Lord, 
And on me deign to ſhine ; 

Ah! fill my heart with joyful praiſe, 
And loſe my will in thine, _ 


( 53 ) 


O PSALM xxXvili. 19. | 


But mine enemies are aueh and they enge. 


A Hxanr. deceitful, Lord, I feel, 
And deſp? rately i impure, 
It is above conception vain, 
When kept by Satan's: pow'r. 
This ſtrong man arm'd, O Lord, caſt outs: 
The lawful captive tree, 


Vnable with this hoſt to match, 


My hope is fix d on thee, 


Ah! pity my unſtable ſoul, | 
| Thou know'ſt my changing Sale, 
This day I could in thee rejoice, 
But night brings care and pain. 


This i is mine own infirmity,. 

My trouble is my fin ;. 
| Ariſe, O. Lord, and ſave my foul, 
O bring ſalvation i in: 


To thee I only can complain, „„ 
With hope te find redreſs ; 

Ah! diffipate this fullen gloom, 
And fill my ſoul with peace, 


Ah! would the Good Samaritan 
This moment now paſs by, 


And dart a look of tender Bee 
From his all-gracious eye. 
Ah! where is Gilead's healing balm 22 
| To free me from deſpair; | 
Ah! is there not a tender friend, 
Agood Phyſician _ ? 
3: 
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549 
Why is not then my ſin. ick foul 
Recover'd inſtantly, ò - 


Since ev'ry patient finds relief, 
That doth to him apply *: 


Oct. 4. 1794. 


Or Jony xx. 16. 


HEN Mary, in her deep 1 
With weeping ſought her riſen Lord, 


He inſtantly himſelf drew near, 


And cheer'd her with his loving word. 


But touch me not,“ the Savic ſaid, 
Till to my Father J return, 


| Straight go to my deſponding friends, - 


And bid them now no longer mourn.” 


And did there in thy Joving heart 

Such tenderneſs and pity reign ? 

And does thy nature never change, 
But bliſsful mercy ſtill retain ? | 


— 


| Aad did'ſt thou in thy fleſh endure 


Tempt: tions ſimilar to mine? 
Thy pity, then, Pl ſurely prove; 
Ah! keep me by thy pow'r divine. 


Remember, Lord, that I am duſt, Er oe. 
Thou know'ft my weak and ſeeble frame; 3 


Deliver, Lord, my tempted ſoul, 


And I will glorify thy name. 
Ah! let not unbelief prevail, 
But on thy promiſe make me reſt, 


* 
* 


© 55.) 


Nor let me ie yield to diſcontent, 
But calm the tumult in my breaſt. 


Help me to wait in patient hope, 

Agd truſt thy all-prevailing pow'r ; 
Whatever is thy will ſhall be, 

Nor can it paſs its proper hour... 


ON PSALM Kii ii. 


1 LoNG to praiſe thee, © my God, 
And laud thy mighty name, 
But, ah ! o'erwhelm'd my ſpirit ſinks, 
Oh! breathe the glowing flange. 


From depth of fin and trouble, Lord, 


1 on thy name will call; "A 
O ſend a peaceful anſwer down, * : 
Then praiſe thy name [I ſhall. Ms 


My foul of late hath truly. been AE: coat 
As 1n rich paſtures fed, Fn Crt 
For which I'll ] bleſs thy holy name, „ 
Though trickling tears I ſhed. e 
For fierce temptations. vex my ſoul, 6 T6 | 
And preſs my ſpirit down; _ 33 
O bid my ſoul ariſe, and ſhine 


With ſplendour all thine own. . | 1 25 om | 
O with thy great ſalvation, Lord, „35555 li 
My ſpirit beautify ! ö nee il 
Ah! e 1 4 
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O ſend thy word, and heal my ſoul + 
OO rectify my will! E 
Bid ev' ry jarring paſſion ceaſe, 


And ev'ry ſtorm be ſtill, 


Though gloomy darkneſs cloſe me round, 
No way t eſcape I ſee; be fu 

Yet on thy word make me depend, 
Thou'ſt promis'd help to me. 


5 P . 
0 7 
. - * 


ON Jos xxix. 2. 
© that were with me at in months paſt, 8&c: 


H! could my foul ev 'n now rejoice ' 
As in the months now paſt, "oh 


Vhen, with a lowly ſteady faith, 
I graſp'd the promiſe faſt. 


How firm my mountain then appear T 
My confidence was ſtrong,  . 

And praiſe in eaſy numbers then ” 

Flow'd: from my grateful tongue: 


No doubt to-daſh- my hope appear d. 
No cloud to veil my ſky, 

On my own God's almi w * 

I fix d my ſtedfaſt ET * 


My ſoul was fed from day to A 
ar in rich paſtures green; 
And in the courſe of ev'ry Mate. 

My Shepherd's care was ſeen. 


But now my joys have ta'en thelr r ;- 
And baneful unbelief 
Does vex me ſore, and finks 1 my foul” 


In gloomy ſcenes of grief. _ 


Py _ ET 5 * 


The Lord his arelbtics. now denies, 

| My cry he will not hear, 

But leaves my poor deje&ed ſoul, © 
O'erwhelm'd with gailt and toy; | 


O that I knew the facred place e 
Of thy belov d retreat, | W e 
Id tell thee all my heavy plaint, 
And throw me at thy feet. 


Tis fin has caus'd thee hide thyſelf, 
And made thee difappear,  _ © 
For when thou. calPdit I anſwer'd ET 
Thy voice I would not hear. F 


Nor even yet my fooliſh heart 
Can vanity deſpiſe, 

My thoughts are lighter than the chaf 
Before the wind that flies. 


| 'Tis Happineſs I till purſue ; 
But, in this giddy round, 

I miſs my aim, for on this globe 
She's no where to be found. 


O could I with the Holy Greeks 
| The lovely Jeſus ſee, | | 
That fight oaks ſoon. reſtore my foul, 
| And ſet the captive free. 
That fight would break this heart of bone, 
And bow this ſtubborn will, 
My eyes on Jeſus fix'd, my foul 
| Would reſt ſerene and ſlill. ' 
Could I by faith but Jeſus ſee, 
All earthly joys would tay ge 
That ſight would cruſh theſe cruel hoſts, 
And make my foes to * 
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That 6. ght would all my fin ſubdue, 
Then I'd be bleſs'd indeed; 

This heart no more would throb in vain, 
No more with ſorrow bleed. 3 


No more would ought} below the ſyn, 

My fooliſh heart enſlave; _ | 

Could I by faith to Jeſub look, 

He.would me ſhield and fave, 

He ſoon would heal theſe pangs I feel, 

And bid this ſtorm ſublide; 
He would his healing balm apply, 

To glory would me guide. 


— 


— 
DEEP DEITCTIO N. 


TY heart's, 0 Lord, with-fin oppreſs'd, 


My foul draws near the grave, 
O for —_— meroy's ſake ariſe, 
ew thy pow'r to ſave ! 


A willing ſlave in Satan's nn, 
From day to day I lie; | 
Should death arrive, and ſeize me ens: 
What cheering hope have I? - 


In vain my friends to me ſpeak — 
Alas! they little know, . 

Their charity will not avail, 
Nor ward the dreadful blow: 


From day to day I ftill go on, 
And grieve the Lord dd. 
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| Like thoſs thagin the ſp'rit begin, > OO 
| And finiſh in the flcſh, 2 2 

Apoſtacy is oft in view, i Mb 0 

i fear to fall away ; : 


For Jeſus' ſake, O Lord, ok dawn, 
And make my ſoul thy prey. - 


loft have giv'n myſelf to thee, 

Ah! take me at my word, - 

I fain would to thy temple look, 
And claim thee for my Lord. 


Yes, I am thine, for thou me form'dſt, 
And ftill preſerv'ſt me too, 


And from my very birth, O Lord, 
Haſt brought me ſafely through. 


ON Rowan vili. 1. 


There i is therefore now 10 . to them that 
are in Chrif ar. 


O ct is to them 
That in the Lord are found, 
He views them with a parent's eye, 
Grace does to them abound. 5 


They leave the crowded ways of = 
And, as the Spirit leads . 

They glorify the God they ſerve, 
Both in their words and deeds. - - 


| The law of God is in their heart, 
For they delight therein ; 

name as Jeſus 1s reveal'd, 
He ſaves them from their fin, 


c 


Though Satan tempt, he can't prevail, £2 
For faithful is the Lord; - 

Who ſtill makes way for their eſcape, 
According to his word. 


O bleſs'd and happy, happy Kate! 
O could I claim it mini 


But ſtill my ſoul's by ſin o'ercome, 
Its ſnares do me W | 


ON Psarus xxxvii. 3 . 


T Hover hand in chad mould; join in league 

The wicked ſhall be caſt ; 

Remember this, my ſoul, leaſt thou | 
Repent in vain at laſt. | 


In many troubles, thou, O Lord, 
Haſt been my ſhield and ſtay, 
And by thy gracious clemency, 25 

I hve to ſee this day. 


Through many a fierce temptation, thou | 
Haſt ſafely led me on, 

But ſtill to evil Pm inclin'd, 
To diſobedience prone. . 


It is no flagrant outward crime 
I have now to bewail, 

Nor ſecret act of any kind, 

Although in all I fai. 


But 'tis an iron ſtubborn will, 
That breeds me all my pain, 
A roving fancy, uncontrouP'd ; 


This evil, Lord, reſtrain, | 


N 
Me reſcue from this baneful ſnare, 
O Lord, I humbly pray ; 
Could I but follow Jacob's plan, 
| Thou would'ſt not ſay me nay. 


Ah! grant me, Lord, his wreſtling faith, : 
Let not thy promiſe mr” 

Nor let my ardour e'er abate, 

Till pow'rful I prevail. 


Remember, Lord, thy word to me, 
On which thou'ſt caus'd me hope, 
Which did my fainting courage cheer, 
And rais'd my ſpirits up. 
Thou'ſt promis'd, Lord, to make my ſoul 
As Pharaoh's horſes ſtrong, 
And bade my peaceful ſpirit come 


TI * 
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From noiſy Lebanon. | 5 * 
The God of Bethel, ever true, „ j 
Thou ſaid'ſt I ſhould thee prove, 10 
That I, among thy kings and prieſts, oy 
May reign with thee above. | lf 
But now, O Lord, my ſpirit faints, | — Gf 


My faith i is like to fag” - < TELE 7 - 
This hope deferr'd makes fick my raph "5:8 74 0h 70 
My fins o'er me prevail. 


In place of ſtrength, my ſtrengtn declines, 
Im weaker ev'ry day, 


Thou, Lord, haſt left my ſoul forlorn, 
To ev'ry foe a prey. 


Helpleſs and hopeleſs, here, O Lord, 
Before thy face I lie, 

Oh! pity, pity me, O Lord, 

With feryour make me cry. 
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I'm fick of fin, thou know'R tis true, 


In heart I love thy laws, 
But yet the fleſb, a willing flave, 
My ſpirit with it draws. 


What ſhall I do? O Lord, I ak, 
Thou know'ſt J am ſincere; 


The goſpel preach'd does nought avail, 


I want the pow'r of pray'r. 


As heath in deſart is my ſoul, 
Nor feels a quick'ning ray; 
No calm refreſhing dew deſcends, 
To chaſe this drought away. 


I'm truly in a foreign land, 
With pinching want oppreſt, 

And by a cruel ſervitude, 
I am depriv'd of reſt. 

I envy ev'n the ſwine their huſks, 
And with them fain would ſhare, 

And grudge becauſe I'm oft deny'd 

The coarſe unwholeſome fare. 


Deceived wretch ! I well may ſay, 


Who ſhall deliver thee ? 
My God, if I may call thee ſuch, 
In mercy think on me. 
Is there no balm in Gilead now? 
Or does that fruitful tree, 


Whoſe virtue ev'n the nations heals, 


Its fruit deny to me? 


Thou in thy mercy haſt beſtow'd 


Of goſpel-grace ; O may the ſame 
Do thou remove the grievous cauſe, 
| O may thy bow'ls of pity move, FA 


This of all ills I dread the moſt, 


| Thy face is hid from me, O Lord, 


e 


ABSENCE BEWATLED. 


IRECT my pen, O Lord, I pray, 
When I attempt to write, 
While 1 remark thy way with me, 
The matter, Lord, indite. 


On me another day 
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Be bleſs'd, I humbly pray. 
O pity, Lord, my heavy plaint, 


May 1 not aſk in vain ? 
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Which does as yet remain. 


Thou that wept'ſt o'er Jeruſalem 
With ſympathetic tears, 
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And diſappoint my fears. al! 
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O never leave my feeble ſoul ! 
ah! let me not alone; 


But claim me for thine own. 


Thy abſence I bewail; Fi. 
Oh! let me not without thee reſt, 
Thy promiſe muſt not fail. 


Thou cam'ſt to bruiſe the ſerpent's head, 
And Satan's works deſtroy ; - 

Thou cam'ſt to looſe the ſtamm'ring tongue, 
And make it ſing for joy, 


F a 
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Tow cam'ſt the pris'ner to releaſe, 
And ſet the captive free ; 

My captive ſoul in priſon lies 
Thy grace extend to me. 


Thy num'rous mercies, Lord, 1 Own, 
Beſtow'd each day afreſh ; 
For ever mindful thou haſt been 
Of this poor fading fleſh. 
But, ah ! my parched ſpirit pines, 
No conqueſt I've obtain'd, 
This one petition's ſtill deny'd ; 
Sin's ſway is ſtill maintain'd. 
My will unmortify'd remains, 
Lord, thou can'ſt make it yield ; 


"TFT At thy footſtool make me fall, 
And quit to thee the field ! 


% Woe is to them,” the Lord hath ſaid, 
When they contend with me;“ 

O Lord, incline this ſtubborn will 
10 yield itſelf to thee. 


From this hard bondage, O my God, 
Do thou deliver me, 

And from all my oppreſſing * 
O do thou ſet me free ! 


( 55 ) 


FAITH REVIVING. 


| H! bleſs me, Lord, with gratitude, 
And fill my tongue with praiſe, 
To thee who-{till art pleas'd to ſpare, 
And length'neſt out my days. 


Help me to praiſe thy holy name, 
Taat keeps my ſoul in peace, 

That quells the fiery darts of hell, | 
And does my ſoul releaſe. : 


O ſeal this freedom to my ſoul! 
Let me ſtand faſt in thee ; 


O may it all my thoughts employ, 
How I may live to thee. 

W But ſtill thine abſence, Lord, I mourn, 
| Wind-bound my {ſpirit fails; 

O may thy ſoft refreſhing breeze 
With comfort fill my fails. | 

Ev'n with a (ſpringtide fill my ſoul, 
O may I flag no more, 

But give me ſweet refreſhing gales, 
And bring me ſafe on ſhore. 

O may it be my happy lot, 
To join the pleaſant ſong, 

That ſhall the ranſom'd lips employ 
Eternity along. de 

Though my benighted fpirit now 
Ott grieves my time away, 

O may 1 Hallelujabs fing 
Through that eternal day? 
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THE F As T. DA x. 
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GREAT Jeh6vat; IfraVs God, 
According to thy grace, 
Deign thou to ſpare this guilty land, 

Nor let thy wrath take place. 


A guilty people, Lord, we own ; 
Not innocent we plead ; 
Look not on us as we deferve, 
This look, O Lord, we dread. 
When thine own people, Lord, of old, 
Had from thy precepts ſwerv'd, 
When Jehoahaz turn'd afide, 
And heathen idols ſerv'd. | 
Though juſt thy indignation roſe, | 
And partly gave him up, | 


Yet when he ſought thy face, thou hear®f, 
And bad'ſt thy judgements ſtop. 


Though Ahab griev'd thy ſpirit oft, 
And wickedly rebell'd, 

Profan'd thy altars, lw thy prieſts.— 

Though he in crimes excell'd; 


Yet thou his humbled ſpirit ſaw'ſt; 
Thy wreth ſoon turn'd away; 

Ts, how, thy merey gone from us? 
Forbid it, Lord, we pray. 


# Kings xil, 2 


(1690 )) 
Throug h all thy word thou doſt declare 
Thy "pleaſure to forgive, 


And even deign'ſt to aſk us, why 
We do not turn and hve. 


But, Lord, thou know'ſt how very So 
And impotent we are, 

Ah! pity, Lord, our helpleſs caſe, 

In mercy hear, and ſpare. 


'Tis true, this age with fin abounds, 
That calls thy judgements. forth, 

For ev'ry rank has turn'd aſide; 
Truth ſeems to leave the earth, 


But mercy, Lord, 1s thy delight, 
And favour is with thee ; 


Thine acts of kindneſs ſhewn of old 
Declare thy clemency. - 


Although Jerus'lem's ſtreets with blood 
Manaſſeh made to flow, 
And baſely left his father's God, 


Nor did him homage ſhow; 


Though ſuperſtition's altars ſmok'd, 
To idol gods ador'd; _ 

Though when thou call aſt * would not hear, | 

Regardleſs of thy word ; | 


Yet, in his trouble, when 12 turn'd, 
And ſought thy gracious aid, 

Thou heard'ſt his ſupplication's voice, 
When in's diſtreſs he pray'd. 


And doſt thou not retain thy name, a 
The Lord that heareth pray r? 

And wilt thou not have mercy now, 
On us oppreſs'd with care ? 


( 68 ) 
Tes, ſurely, thou can'ſt never change, 
From day to day the ſame; _ 
Thou lov'it all thoſe who-i in thee hope, 
Thou'lt glorify thy name. 


EE 


PSALMs Clit. 14. 


For he wow our frame ; he remembereth that 
we are duft. 


e Lord my Gat Pl araiſe thy name 
For favours now poſſeſs d; 

O raiſe and elevate my ſoul, 
Let me 1n thee be bleſs'd. 


- Thy patience ſure demands my praiſe, 
That with my conduct bears; 

O help me to devote to thee, 
The remnant of my years. 


My life with food convenient ſtill 
Thy bounteous hand ſuſtains ; 

Thy bounty, too, this body cloathes, 
Ah! why ſuch care and pains? 


But favours greater far than theſe, 
1 from thy hand receive, | 
J felt this day thy Spirit's pow'r, 
My troubled ſoul relieve. 
O Jeſus: look with pity down, 
Thou know'ſt of what I'm made; 
O let not, Lord, my feeble foul, 
Again be * led. 


(& ) 


Thy po w'r alone ſecures my peace, 
Thou know'ſt what now I feel; 


O diſappoint mx ev'ry fear, ; 
And all my troubles heal. is 30 
O bleſs this goſpel-feaſt in view, 


O Lord, my foul prepare; 
May ev? ry idol be dethron'd, 
Nor with thee dare to ſhare. | 


Help me, O Lord, for once to try, 


Relying on thy pow'r, | 
To diſappoint the tempter” s wiles. 
O keep my ſoul ſecure! 


— * 


Ox Jos xxx. 28. 


Y b 0 'erwhelm'd, my ſpirit duke, = 
My confidence is ſlain, . 

My labour's ſpent to no effect, 

And ſtill my hope is vain. 


This leproſy lies deep within, 
And baffles human ſkill, 

This bruiſe no earthly dale can heal, 
This wound affrights me ſtill. 


In bitterneſs my ſoul doth mourn, 
Deep plung'd in unbelief, | 
I'm either chafing vanity, ; 3 
Or elfe o'erwhelm'd with grief, "ce "90 


While others glorify the Lord, 
And find his ſhadow ſweet, 

His fruit is pleaſant to. their taſte, 
They round his table meet, . 
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My ſoul is wither'd left, and dry, 


In fetters faſt I'm bound. 
The Lord in juftice hides his face, 
Nor will by me be found. 
Here in a doubtful wilderneſs, 
Deſerted and forlorn, 
I'm left my mis'ry to bewatl, 
Nor have I pow'r to turn. 
No ray of hope to gild the gloom, . 
Which makes my ſoul deſpair ; 
No tender friend condoles my caſe, 
Nor ſoothes my anxious care. 


Trek r 
ES, Lord, Pl praiſe thy glerious name, 


With all my pow'rs I'll laud he ſame ; 
O give me wiſdom from above, 


To ſpread abroad my Father's love 1 


My warmeſt friend beheld my ſmart, 
And knew the anguiſh: of my heart, 
But could give no relief to me, 

And ſoon forgot my miſery. 


But when all human aid had fail'd, 
The Lord's almighty arm prevail'd ; 
He let my priſon'd ſpirit free, 
And has proclaim'd my liberty. 


Now only in thy ſtrength I ſtand, 
Uphold me by thy mighty hand; 
O ma; I ne'er again give way, 


But keep me ſtedfaſt, Lord, I pray. 


L 


Ty (nn ) 

| With patient hope and fervent pray'r, 
Help me to truſt thy tender care; 
Let not my ſinful, anxious mind 

W Diſturb my peace, or prove unkind. 


PsaLus li. 15. 
o Lord, open thou my lips, and my mouth fhall 
8 praiſe thee. _ 


HY heav'nly Spirit give to me, 
O may my heart and tongue agree, 
In ſweeteſt concord tound! 
O may my ev'ry pow'r unite 
To render thee the praiſe that's meet, 
Whoſe mercies cloſe me round, 


W This day I found thy gracious care, 
| Which diſappointed ev'ry fear, 
; And kept my ſoul ſerene ; 
Although temptations threaten'd ſore 
To break my peace, and grieve thee more, 
| Thou reſeu'dit me again. ; p 4 


But, O my hard ungrateful heart 
Does ever from thy paths depart, 
Thy croſs it will not bear, 
But fierce unhallow'd paſſions riſe, 
And unbelief thy word denies ; 

Oh! for thy truth appear, 


Help me to truſt thy holy word, 

And leave all events with my Lord, 
Nor e'er diſtruſt his care; 

Though preſent Providence appear, 

O'erhung with clouds, and not ſo clear, 

| Ne'er ſhall my foul deſpair. 
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ON Jony 3 xi. 28. 
The Maſter is __ and alter fir ths 


Rex, my ſoul, the Maſter's come, 


And ſoftly calls for thee, 
His Spirit knocketh at thy heart, 
_ * Ollet it open'd be. A 

O Lord, diſplay thy ſov? reign pow *, Fe 
Remove the maſſy bar; 

Come, O my God, and ſeize my heart, W 7) 
And reign for ever there. : 

I charge you, O ye earthly toys, Ly 
For ever to be gone, 

O never more diſturb wed Joys ! 1 11 
O let my Lord alone! 

Come in, thou bleſſed Sp'rit of peace, - Be 
Thy ſacred office do, _ 

O melt and thaw the frozen heart, 3 
And all my ſoul renew. | | 

Lord, from this moment claim thy right, Fo! 
And ſei ze my ſoul thy prey; =p 

May ey'ry idol be caſt out, | Th 

And baniſh'd far W. 5 

O may thy kingdom come with pow * His 

Into this heart of mine, ] 

Ev'n right'ouſneſs, and peace, and i Joy, Ii. 


And ever in it N 
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Mic Ak, vii. 8. 


Noux, O my ſoul, in Jeſus truſt, 2 5 
Yield not to unbelief ; - 5 | 
How can'ft thou doubt his faithful word, 

And ſpend thy time in grief? 

Although iniquity prevail, 

For me he thed his blood, . 

For ſinners he a victim fell, 


To bring them home to God. 


W Therefore, my ſoul, unto him look, 
= For his ſalvation wait, 

The viſion may a while delay, 
But cannot come too late. 


It well becomes thee, O my ſoul, 

Io bear his angry frown, | 
Becauſe againſt him thou haſt ſinn'd, 
And drawn his judgements down. 


Let not my cruel envious foes 
O'er my weak foul rejoice, _ 
For though I fall, I ſhall ariſe, 
And praiſe with chearful voice. 


| Though T in darkneſs fit, the Lord 
Will be to me a light; 

His preſence yet {hall fill my heart; 
He'll gild the gloom of night. 

'Tis good to wait in patient hope, 
And on the Lord to reſt ; 

He ſees all with a pleaſant eye, 
That in his mercy truſt, 

| 8 
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While living, why ſhould I complain, 
Though ſuff*ring be my lot, 

Tis fin procures my ev'ry pain, 
While mercies are forgot. 


i 


| Hosra, i 11. 6. 


1 will hedge 2 thy way with torn, Kc. : 


NOME, O my ſoul, from carth away, 
For this is not thy reſt, 
N thoughts muſt ſoar above the ſky, 
If e'er thou would'ſt be hleſt. 


Thy way with thorns is hedged in, 
Thy path thou can'ſt not find, 
The Lord in mercy keeps thee down, 


Yet judge him not unkind. 


The promiſe yet has been fulfilPd, 
Such ſtrength thou haſt receiv'd, 

As has been equal to thy days; 
The Lord has {till reliev'd, 


Ah! never then, my foul, give way 
Io needleſs carking care, 

Unto the Lord commit thy. cauſe, 
By humble fervent pray'r. 

For reſignation {111 he calls, 
With calm ſubmiſſion bow, 


Leſt he in anger cruſh thee down, | 
With terror in his brow. 


Thy lot continues crooked fill, 
But gentle is the croſs, 


. 
And richly tis with merey mix d; 
Thy gain exceeds thy loſss. 
Yes, ſurely, *tis in mercy ſent, 

To wean thee from below ; 

Let patience have her perfeA work, 
He'll bring thee ſafely through. 
Yes, ſurely, there ſhall be an end, 

The promiſe cannot fail, 
Thy faith ſhall never be cut off, 
Thy hope ſhall yet prevail. 
For this I to the Lord will look, 
And on him I will ſtay, | 
My Jeſas lends a patient ear 
To what his people ſay. 


0 - _ 
Jonx, vi. 37. 
| fn that cometh unto me, I will in nowiſe cuſt out. f 
HIS earth, I feel, is not my reſt, 
My eyes Ill therefore lift to thee, 


In thy pavillion hide me, Lord, 
My cover from the tempeſt be. 


- 


As rivers in a parched land, | 
O may thy Holy Sp'rit o'erflow ! 
With thy ſure counſel be my guide, 
Conduct me all my journey through. 


O keep me in this trying hour! 
My ev'ry pain is known to thee ; 


| In me diſplay thy ſaving pow'r, 


From ev'ry danger ſet me free. 
| G 2 
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O bleſs 1 me, Lord, with conqu 'ring faith, : 


Endow with {kill to plead with thee, 
| To thee with all my plagues I come, 
In hopes that thou wilt pity me. 


Who comes to thee, thou'lt not caſt out, 


Though black as Kedar they appear, 
Ev'n Magdalenes may thee approach, 
And touch thee freely without fear. 


Thy merey's great, Lord, I confeſs, | 

And well may vileſt Goners cheer, 
Yet how dare I, who ſtill rebel, 

Approach thy altar without fear. 


'CONFEICT. 


H! my tumultuous ſoul, be fill, 
Why.is my ſpirit hurried thus? 
Silence, O Lord, this noiſy ſtorm, 
And ſpeak this tempeſt into pence. | 


The raging ocean hears thy voice, 
> Submiſſive to thy high command, 
Its roaring billows ftrive in vain, - 

To combat with the yielding ſand. 


O may thy mighty pow'r prevail, 

To conquer my moſt ſtubborn heart! 
O calm this fever in my ſoul, 

Eid this ſeducing fiend depart. 


Thy great ſalvation I neglect, 
My. ſoul's decety'd from day to 1 0 ; 


* Luke, vii. 59 
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e 
A heart impure I ſtill retain, 
Still thy ſalvation's far away. 


Sprinkle my heart with water pure, 
"ad cleanſe this guilty foul of mine; ; 
Repair the ruin of the fall, - | 
And make me in thine image ſhine. | 


No peace the wicked can enjoy, 

This by experience I find, 
Unhallow'd pafſtons ever jarr, 

And fret and vex my anxious mind. 


In mercy, Lord, think on my caſe, 
Nor leave me to my idols join'd, 
Be thou my friend, and I am ſafe, 
1 hough earth and hell were e both combin'd. 
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Y time ſwift as a ſhuttle flies, i 
Nor ftopp'd is in its flight, | 


Day after day is ſpent in vain, 
Dark clouds obſcure my ſight. - 


Ihbour in a fever ſt ill, 
My ſtrength i is ſpent for nought, 

For no deliv'rance Fobtain, 

Though, Lord, thy help is ſought. 

Temptations new aſſault my ſoul, - 
Of which I had no fear; 

O let thy preſence glad my . 
Becauſe the foe is near. 


Or muſt my barren ſoul be left 
Abandon'd by thy grace? 
G 3 


„ 


E „ 
Wilt thon be gracious now no more, 
Nor ſhow thy ſmiling face? ; 


As doors on hinges, ſo my ſoul | 
Unſtable does remain ; ; 

J ſtill repent, and fin again, 
Nor can to. reſt attain. 


Now dark deſpair and unbeliefß 
Incloſe my ſpirit round. „ 
pray'r thou wilt not deign to hear, 

N or wilt by me be found. 


Thy long inſulted ſpirit now 
Refuſes to return ; 3 
Ah ! for thy mercy's ſake, O Lord, 


Leave me not thus to mourn. 


O Judah's Lion! yet appear, 
And ſpeak the healing word, 

Deſtroy my foes, victorious King, 
By thy two-edged ſword. 


To Magdalene thy mercy Rs. 
Forgiven much, ſhe lov'd ; 

The thief, expiring by thy fide, 
Thy great ſalvation prov'd. 


For thoſe that ſhed thy blood thou pray 'dſt, 


The wretches in thy view: 
4 Father, forgive,” the Saviour ſaid, 
"Fl They know not what they do.” 


Muſt I fit down. in dark deſpair, . 
And yield to unbelief, | 

__ Amidſt ſach tokens of thy love 

To ſinners ev'n the chief? 


O give the call, then will I riſe, 
And ftretch the wither'd hand, 
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Look forth, my ſoul, and ſee him bleed, 


| 

: 

We "9 * i 

Bid me come forth, and I'll obey, i 
If thou with pow'r command. |; 


According to thy promiſe, come, 
And form my ſoul anew ; 5 
Ah! cleanſe the blood thou haſt not 35 


This thou alone canꝰſt do. 


If I till now have been deceiv'd, 

Ah! now the ſnare deſtroy, 
Guide me at laſt into the path 
That leads to endleſs joy. - 
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Haan, ü. I. | 


HO'S this that forth from Edom comes ! 
With robes of ſcarlet dye 
From'Bozrah ? He that glorious is 


In ſtrength, ſpeaks right'ouſly. 487 | 6 

. 3h 

This is the glorious great I an, | = 1 
That condeſeended free, po — _ 
To tread the wine-prefſs all alone, . "Þ 
His raiments ſtain'd for m. : © =. il 


On yon acturſed tre: 
Why is thy love ſo cold to him, 
Who ſuffer'd thus for thee! ? 


Behold, and ſee th' eternal God 
By terrors' king o'ercume, 

The Lord of life gives up the ghoſt,— — 
Is hurried to the tomb. 


And can'ſt thou yet, my ſoul, delay 
To give him all thy heart? 


9 
Is he not worthy of thy love, . 
That acted ſuch a part? 


How can'ſt thou thus his praiſes ſing 
In ſuch a languid firatn? } 


Why this ſalvation ſo neglect, 
And let him blecd in vain ? 


How could'ſt thou on thefe ſymbols 8 | 
Without a grateful heart? 

How can'it thou ſtill his Spirit grieve, 
And cauſe him to depart ? 


How can'ſt thou idols teig, e N. 
And give thyſelf away? =: | 1 
Vea, even in his ſacred courts, Ex 


Thou baſely go'ſt aſtray, 


Is't thus becauſe unhallow'd ſt ill 
Thy ſtupid heart remains;- 

This leproſy is ftill unheal'd, 
Ev'n after all thy pains ? 


From this day, Lord, may I afreſh 

The combat fierce renew; 

And in thy ſtrength may I reſolve 
To pay my plighted Vow. 

Then, O diſplay thy glorious pow'r, | 
This work belongs to thee, 

For only an almighty arm 

Can ſet the pris'ner free. 
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XZ 3 
MATTH. xvi. 26. 


What profiteth a man though he gain the whole 
world, and loſe * own 0 ? 


HY ſhould imaginary wants 
Corrode my anxtous mind, 
To lay in balance with my ſoul, 

On earth what can I find? 


Nothing : For all beneath the ſun 
Is vanity and toil, 

Events unſeen may daſh our hopes, 
And all our comforts ſpoil. 


When Alexander's pow'rfol arms 

Had conquer'd ev'ry where, 
Though umverſal Sov'reign now, 

Did he deſiſt from care? 


Ah! no, the wretched monarch weeps 
Over his blood-bought tore, 

The world his own, his courle 1s check'd, 
For he can gain no more. 


Then why ſhould I expect to find 
Solace in ought below ? 

For happineſs ſearch earth throughont, 
All nature anſwers, No. 


Then turn my eyes, thou Pow' r Supreme, 1 


From viewing vanity, 
What nought in nature can fupply, | 
I may expect i in thee. 
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PRov. i. 20. 


Wiſdom crieth without, ſbe uttereth ber voire in 


Akk heed, my ſoul, tis Wiſdom (peaks, 
Attend to what the aas; 
Bleſſed are they that hear her voice, 
And walk in all her ways. 


Oh! keep the heart with proper cure, 
Attention due beſtow, | 

For if the fountain be corrupt, 
Polluted ſtreams will flow, * 


This truth I feel from day tv day, 
For fin my ſoul deceives, 

And errors ev'ry day anew 

Thy Holy Spirit grieves. 


O ſhed thy love abroad. in me, 

O Lord, I humbly pray; 

O turn my feet into thy paths, 
Nor let me from thee ſtray. 


O love me freely, grarious God, 
Adopt me for thy child, 

O turn thine anger all away, 
Make me a bleſſed field! 


Although in me no cauſe remains, 
Why thou ſhould'ſt gracious be, 

Yet for thy tender mercy's ſake, 
Be pleas'd to pity me. 


re Þ#wuimd. % wm. wo 5 


8 Cy) 


Mar. v. 6. 


Bleſſed are they that do hunger and thirſt after- | 


_ righteouſneſs. 


«6 © LEss'd are the hungry,” ſaith the Lord, #7 


That long to prove my faithful word, 
« Who thirſt for right'ouſneſs divine, 
« I'll make them in mine image ſhine.” 
Bleéſs'd be the merciful, for they 
For greater favaurs ſtill make way; 
Bleſſed are all the pure in heart, 
They in Jehovah have a part. 


In mercy they his face ſhall ſee, 

And ever with him they ſhall be; 
Bleſſed are all who ſue for peace, 

And ſtrive to make dire diſcord ceaſe. 


"Theſe bleſſings, Lord, I now implore, 
Fulfil this with, I'll aſk no more, 
With thee I would be ſatisfied, 

Nor aſk another good beſide, 


Although with vain and fooliſh views, 
My peace is broke, and pain enſues, 
Shed but abroad thy love in me, 
And then I'll centre all in thee. 

O let not ſin my ſoul deceive, 5 
But ſend me help, my ſoul relieve, 
Let not deluſions prove my curſe, 

And lead me thus from bad to worſe. 


O break the tempter's fatal ſnare, 
Thou, who can'ſt tell my ev'ry care, 
Sure know'ſt the airy ſcenes that riſe, 
And thus bewitch my dazzled eyes. 


"oC OF 


0 
Jos, XX; 3. = 2: 
O that I knew where I _ find bim. / &c. Ti; 
| ( 
x PLANT in me the humble mind, 3 Te 
Thy Spirit, Lord, impart, 5 ] 
© bleſs me with a ſoaring thought, 
A meek and lowly heart. 
O let thy pow'r upon me reſt ! 
Be pleas'd to quicken me 
Enlarge my heart, O Lord, and then 
| Fl render praiſe to thee. 
O that I knew where I might find | | 
: The darling of my heart, a | 
I'd cloſe him faſt in mine embrace, | P 
Nor with him more would part. | He 
I dd utter all my ſore complaint, | 
And pour it in his ear, | Wh 
The Sp'rit of pray'r give thou to 8 B 
And lend the hearing ear. 5 | Io « 
I grudge theſe moments as they my 5 1 
But cannot them improve, Call 
My ſoul is parched, Lord, and dry, N 
Its hardneſs, Lord, remove. Oft 
As dew upon the graſs, O Lord, | F 
Refreſh and quicken me, The 
O let the ſweet refreſhing drops © V 


Upon my branches be ! Tha 


6 
O bow the heavens, and come down, 
Lay ev'ry mountain low, 


Then of thy goodneſs J will tell, 
That others it may know. 


'Tis true, O Lord, I have not been 
Obedient unto thee ; „ 

Vet, Lord, thou ſeeſt my parched ſoul, 
Be pleas'd to quicken me. | 


- << <_=—_—————, 


Nanvn, i. 3. 
_ Hs _y ig in the whirlwind. 


TY my ſoul, unto the A 
Look to the Lord, and ſaved be ; 
He pities ſuch as are oppreſs'd ; 
A refuge from the ſtorm is he. 


Why ſhould'ſt thou thus dejected fink, 
Becauſe his way 1s hid from thee ? 
In confidence ſtill reſt aſſur'd, 
That thou his glory yet ſhalt ſee. 
Call but to mind thy own requeſt, 
Nor wonder at his way with thee ; 
Oft haſt thou pray'd he would relieve, 
From ev'ry ſnare to ſet thee free; 


That ev'ry thing which marr'd thy peace, 
Might from thy heart away be tore, 
That he would bring ſalvation near, 


And thou would'ſt praiſe him more and more. 


Then dare not dictate unto him, 
But leave him to his ſov'reign will, 
| BE. - | 
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( 66 90 


His way is in .the whirlwind's blaſt, 
He ruleth in the tempeſt ſtill. 


He is thy God, then for him wait, 


He is thy reſt, on him rely; 
Eon as a maid her miſtreſs viewa, 
So fix on him thy ſtedfaſt exe. 


As ſervant on his maſter's hand, 
So let thine eye upon him be; 
Though thou with looking up ſhould fail, 
Yet wait till he eſtabliſh. thee. 


The poor and needy he regards, 


The priſoner enlarg'd:ſhall. be, 
And though the haughty looks are ſcorn'd, 
The bowed;down:upraiſethibec- 


| Tow let thy preſent mercies move 


My grateful ſoul to render praiſe, . 
Thou'ſt diſanpointed all my fears, 
Thou did'ſt my: droaping ſpirits:raiſe. 


Thou bad'ſt my troubles all ſubſide, 
Thou did!ſt:my>fauliaghealthcreftore, - 

Thou far above m 1 5 
I' bleſs thy holy, name therefore. 


But ſtill I cannot, cannot love, 


Nor duly to thy: glory live, 


Unhallow'd paſſions teaze my ſoul, 


And do chy: Holy Spirit grieve. 


Why is my uſeleſs life prolong'd ?* 


On eartt>-why) ſhould I longer flay-? 
Cut ſhort, Q:Lord; thy work in me, 
And call my: longing: ſoul away. 
From all deluſion fave my ſoul ; 
O ſave from truſting in a lie, 
From ev' ry. vain aſpiring: thought, 


From pride, from haughty look mt high. 


| COP), 
0 lanctify my ſoul throughout, 

And make my longing heart thy home 
Oh! make me in thine image ſhine ! 

Then, bleſſed 22 quickly come. 


- LUKE i. 31. 
Thou JO lis name 2 


ES, Jeſus ſtin retains his name, 
I his ſalvation feel, 
I tain would to his glory eek, 
And of his goodneſs tell. 


Yea, for this eruſe I will rejoice 

In mine infirmity, 
Ev'n in my weaknefs, that r pow'r 
Of Chriſt may reſt en me. 

Though trouble thus invade my frame, 
And bring my body down, 

May only I enjoy thy ſmile, 
Claim, then, me for thine Owns 

I now would ſay, Bleſs'd be th y name, 
What's all the earth to me ? 


Or who in heaven can compare, 
My-deareſt Lord, with thee ? 


When I refle& on what 1s done, 
How can my wonder ceaſe ? 

O perfect what thou haft begun 
0 _— my faith increaſe ! | 


"0 3 


(8). 


For faith inceſſantly I'll hone 
O anfwer my requeſt ! 

O let thy love divine abound, 
And glow within my breaſt ! 


When my dejected ſpirit ſinks, 
Whatever be my loſs, 
All fooliſh comforts Ill refuſe, 
And glory in thy croſs, 


Till thou thyſelf appear in view, 
With the Sun's healing beams, 

Since I the fountain may enjoy, 

Why ſhould I chuſe the ſtreams ? 


« I 
— 


' SUBMISSION UNDER TROUBLE. 


[ Why ſhould my ſoul deſpond? 


No trouble can a grain exceed, 
My father's licens'd bound. 


If for correction thou afflict, 

Why ſhould I thus complain? 

Not Satan, in his utmoſt rage, 
Can reach beyond his chain. 


Then, O my ſoul, in God rejoice, 
Again rejoice, 1 ſay, 

Vea evermore in him rejoice, 

And without ceaſing pray. 


In ev'ry thing to him give thanks, 
Becauſe it is his will; 


Why ſhould'ſt not thou with patience bear? 


B ſtill, my ſoul, be ſtill. 


OUCH'D by the Lord's afflicting band, 


c% ) 


What though thou: weary nights paſs' through, | 
And fleep be oft deny'd, 

Though few to pity thee incline, 225 
Or lend the needful aid. 


Vet why complain? thus far conform'd 
To thy once ſuff*ring Lord, 

This legacy he hath bequeath'd _ 
To all that truſt his word. 


Think but on him, though Lord of all, 
With poverty oppreſt, 

Although he form'd this earthly globe, 
He had no where to reſt, 


| See him derided and deſpis'd, | 
Both friendleſs and forlorn, 

in want of ev'ry needful good; 
And dar'ſt thou longer mourn ? 


Affliction's ſent to prove thy faith, 
Thy patience to perfite, 

From it experience takes its riſe ; 
All for thy good unite. 


O learn to glory in his. croſs, | 
Who bore the curſe for thes,- 

Ah! never murmur at the lot 
The Lord hath caſt for thee. 


What though no home, father, nor friend, 
Nor treaſure thou can't boaſt ? _ 

The Lord's engag'd thou ſhalt not want, 
In Jeſus therefore truſt. 


Thou oft haſt ſeen his-pow'r r diſplay'd N 
In bringing thee relief; | 
Thy very wiſh he hath fullra, 
And baniſh'd all thy grief. 


H 3 


Tam I 


| Truſt only him, and thou wilt fee. 
His word is not in vain; _ 

For if the world ſhould caſt thee out, 

The Lord will take thee in, 


The eye if the Lord is upon them that fear. him, 


and hope in bis mercy. 


772 of thy mercy 1 am ſpar'd, 

O Lord, I freely own; 

Twas of thy goodneſs that my ſoul 
To death did not go down. 


III render thanks unto the Lord, 
That pity had on me, | ; 

When wand'ring wide in error's path, 
He ſav'd and ſet me free, 


The gall and wormwood of that ſtate, 
I ſtill to mind recal, 

When joy and peace both took their Light, 
No comfort left at all. | 


But now the Lord my portion 1s, 
And in him hope will I, 

For his eompaſſion never fails, 
He hears me when I cry. 


I know tis good to hope and wait 
For thy ſalvatien, Lord, | 

For thy delight is with all thoſe 
That take thee at thy word. 


For thou wilt not caſt off for ay, 
Nor „ give _ E 


Co) 
Thou haſt no pleaſure in the death. 
Of feeble ſons of men. 


Becauſe thou' rt good, therefore I'll en 3 
And ſtrong, therefore I'll truſt; 


To thee I will commit my cauſe, 
And on thee I will reſt. 


O ſearch and try my ſoul, O Lord, 
And turn me yet again? 

In darkneſs never leave me more, 
To murmur and complain. 


GRATITUDE. 


F mercy and 8 Lever will Lag; 
To God who's the giver of both; 
To thee I give thanks, O my God and my King, 2 
Whoſe word 1s as ſure as thine oath, f 
Thou told'ſt us that troubles we all might expect, | j 
If e'er we put hand to thy plough, 74 
But grace all-ſufficient thou would'ſt not neglect, 
To carry thy people quite through. 


Thus far I have found it in ev'ry diſtreſs, 
In mercy thou ever ſtood'ſt by; 

From all tribulations thou doſt me releaſe, 
And ſav'ſt me when to thee I cry. 


Whenever I truſt, I am ſure to ſucceed ; 
I yield and receive with increaſe, 

What I loſe for thy ſake is with int'reſt repaid, 
And my toll 18 nn with peace. 


CNY 
Ik this be all true, then what: cauſe for complaint? 
Or how dare I murmur at all? 
What have I to do but to wait each event, 
And eye, thee that guides me through all? 


For patience at preſent T need much to pray, 
Do, Lord, but that ſprrit impart, 

Do, Jeſus, but hear me; O ſay me not nay, 
My Friend and my Brother thou art. 

I'm friendleſs and hopeleſs, deſpis'd and forlorn, 
Pm ſickly, I'm needy, and poor; 

Beſtow thy compaſſion, nor leave me to mourn, 

Or periſh while thus at =y door, 


„ Din. . 
Call on me in the day of trouble. 


.TTxnp, O Lord, my foul's requeſt, 
Oh! may my pray'r before thee come, 
2 fear from thee now fill this breaſt, 
And ev'ry wrong defire conſutne. 


O give me, Lord, a grateful heart, 

And looſe, O Lord, this ſtamm'ring- tongue; 
For good's my cauſe to praiſe thee ſtill; 

O bleſs me with a thankful fong ! 


I will thee praiſe, O Lord my God, | 
Who heard'ſt ay" feeble, lifeleſs pray” . 
And gav'ſt me pow'r on thee to wait, 
Until thou would'ſt thyfelf appear. 
Yes, Lord, for thee I waited have, 
I've truſted wholby in thy name, 
I have not diſappointed been, 
Nor haſt thou put my ſoul to ſhame. 


1 


Thou in thy glory did'ſt appear, 

To ſet my anxious ſoul at reſt, 
And chang'dſt the ſtorm into a calm, 
That rag'd within my troubled breaft. 


Thou gav'ſt me, too, my heart's defire, 
Did'ſt put my num'rous fears to flight; 
Shall I not therefore praiſe thee, Lord, 
Gladly with all my pow'r and might? 
Yes, Lord, I'Il praiſe thy holy name, 
And in thee evermore rejoice; 
O put a new ſong in my mouth, 
To praiſe thee raiſe my languid voice! 


I'll mourn, becauſe I cannot mourn, 
Becauſe ſo oft I've grieved thee, 
And I will gladly in thee joy, 
Who wrought deliverance for me. 
Yes, Lord, according to thy word, 
Thy wond'rous glory I have ſeen, 
For when all other refuge fail'd, 5 
Thou haſt my help and Saviour been. 


From day to day I feel thy pow'r 
Upon my troubled ſpirit reſt, 
O were I all conform'd to thee, 
1 would be ever truly bleſt, 


* 
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Prat. . 13. 
2 can do all Mi through Chriſt that ſreength- 


eneth me. 


Less D are alt thoſe whiz love the Lord, 
| The calPd according to his will, 

All things together work for good, 

And all his great deſigns-fulfil. 


Yes, this my ſoul has lately prov'd, 
For which I'll try to praife his name, 

Oh! give me, Lord, a grateful heart, 
Thy glory be my only aim. 


In tribulation I'll rejoice, 
For then thy word is fweeteſt far, 
My foul then reſts inpatient hope, 
Till peace ſucceeds the painful war. 


When darkneſs does incloſe me round, 
I know not how to find my way, 
Thy promiſe, Lord, fecures my peace, 
Thou wilt not ſuffer me to ſtray. 6 
When much enfeebled, weak, and faint, 
My ſpirit ſadly does complain, 
By faith he helps me to look up 
'F or ſtrength, nor do I look in vain. 


When Satan, with his baited hook, 
Eutraps my blind unwary ſoul, 

His mercy detgns to ſet me free, 
And Satan's guile he does controul. 


When danger threatens to devour, 
And fears diſtract my feeble frame, 
He bids my foul turn to its reſt, 
To fafety through his glorious name. 


+ C7 9$- F 
When carking cares corrode my heart, 
And unbelief belies his word, | : 
He ſees my pain, and gives me pow'r 
To caſt my burden on the Lord. 


When ſickneſs ſore invades my frame, 
And meagre want does me oppreſs, 

My faithleſs heart deſponding cries, 
PIl ſurely fink iu this diſtreſs. 


He helps me then to look to him, 
He baniſhes my groundleſs fear, 

And on his promiſe makes me reſt, 
That bread and water ſhall; be near. 


Yea, ſtrange to tell, my very fin 
He over-ruleth for my good, 
My loſs has often prov'd my gain, 
A raven has procur'd me food; 
A raven, did I ſay? yes, ſure; 
That raven of the blackeſt hue; 
Much 'gainſt his will my ſoul has fed, 
But to thy pow'r the praiſe was due. 


, 5 
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He ſhall give his angels charge concerning thee. 17 


Wake, my ſoul, and praiſe the Lord, 
O truſt in his unerring word, 
1hat does to thee ſuch comfort yield, | 4 
For nought he promis'd has e'er fail'd. [4 
For all theſe wants upon him wait, | 
To him repair in ev'ry ſtrait, og f 
In patience reſt, and he will come, 15 
And to thy heart ſend bleſſings home. | | p ; 
n 


„„ 
Lord, I confeſs thy gracious care, 


I know thou hear ft and anſwer'ſt pray'r; 


Thou'rt ever near to ſave thy own, 
Andi raiſeſt ſuch as are bow'd down. 


For ſome time paſt my peace bath been | 


Eſtabliſh'd ſure by paſtures green; 
Thou lead'ſt my ſoul from day to day, 
Nor leav'ſt me in this wild to ſtray. 
Yet no extatic joys I know, 

In filent whiſpers, ſoft and flow ; 


Thou guid'ſt me with thy watchful eye, 


In all my dangers thou art nigh. 
Thy angel bands attend my ſtep, 
From many dangers do me keep; 


At thy command they quickly flee, 
They comfort and eſtabliſh me. 


Ts this too much? Sure not, O Lord, 
For this I gather from thy word, 

This charge thou doſt aflign as theirs, 
Freely to ſerve ſalvation's heirs. + 


O give them charge o'er me, I pray, 
To keep me, leſt 1 fall away! 

But, oh ! thy Spirit give, O Lord, 
He _ can apply thy word. 


Come 


1 
Psal. 1 16. 


Come and hear, all ye that fear God, and I will 
declare what he hath done for my ſoul. 


Y heart is fix'd on thee, O Lord, 

So praiſe thy name I will, | 

Who heard'ſt, and did'ſt ſalvation ſend 
From thine own holy hull. 


Who ſaw'ſt my ſoul a captive led, 


And did'ſt deliver me, 5 
And from the ſubtile fowler's ſnare, 
Did'ſt ſet my ſpirit free. 5 


Come here, all ye that love his name, 
And hear what he has done, 

For o'er the foe his pow'rful arm 
The victory hath won. 


die now, the Sov'reign of my heart, 
Doth ſweetly reign alone ;— 

joy to find my nobleſt pow'rs 

Thy high dominion own. 


Let in my fleſh a law I find, 

That wars againſt my ſoul, 

le carnal mind's not all deſtroy'd, 
Nor am I ſound and whole. 

Al! no, O Lord, much yet remains 
In me for thee to do; 


) cleanſe the blood thou haſt not cleans'd, | 
And form me all anew. | 


ſprinkle me with water pure, 
And circumciſe my heart; 
Loſe ev'ry bond, nor let me from 
Thy holy law depart. 
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CONSOLATION. 


HY ſhould I fear the evil day? 

If Jeſus but his pow'r diſplay, 
With him a conqu'ror I will reigd, 
And ſmile at poverty and pain. 


In ev'ry danger thou art nigh, - | 
And hear'ſt thy people when they cry; 
The angel of thy preſence ſaves 
The ſoul that in thy pow'r believes. 


Tf trials me thou doſt aſſign 

Oh ! let not, Lord, my 2 repine; 
Help me with patience to endure, 
Since in thy keeping I'm ſecure. 


The only danger, Lord, I ſee, 
Is fear of loſing fight of thee ; ö 
If thou art prelent, all is well, 
Though riſing billows rage and ſwell. 


But, Lord, leave me not all alone, 
This only evil I bemoan, 
Though other evils me furround, 
| Yet in thy love my joy is found. 


Hear me in this accepted day, 

For all that's dear to me I pray, 
L leave them with thee, young und old, 
Bring home, and keep them in thy fold. 


Eſtabliſh, Lord, the wav'ring foul, 
Revive the faint, all foes controul, 
Whoſe malice never ts at reſt, 

But of new miſchief s ſtill i in 1 queſt. 
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) love the Lord, all ye Bis ſaints ; for the Lord 
preſerveth the faithful. | 


\ Love the Lord, all ye his ſaints, 
And praiſe him for his grace, 
For he preſerves the faithful ſoul _ 
In ev'ry trying caſe. 
I: well becomes thee, O my ſoul, 
To praiſe with all thy pow'r, 
The Lord, who keeps thee quite ſerene 
In fierce temptation's hour. 


How num'rous, Lord, have been the gifts 

Thou haſt beſtow'd on me ! 
Enlarge my heart, O Lord, and then * 
I'll render praiſe to thee. 


fain would love thee, O my God, 
With all my ſoul and heart, 
In this may I thy law fulfil, 
Nor from thy paths depart. 
Thy word upon me is diſtill'd, 
Like dew upon the graſs; - 
The mem'ry of thy former grace 
To me refreſhing was. 
O do prevent the ſnare I dread ! 
Leave me not all alone, 
If thou withdraw'ſt thy pow'rful hand, 
I ſurely am undone. | 
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No pow'r have I for to withſtand 
This mighty hoſt I ſee, 

Nor know I any way to look, 
Except, O Lord, to thee. 


But I believe that thou who haſt 
Deliver'd me before, 

Wilt ſtill prevent my dreaded fall, 
Wilt fave me evermore. 


Joh, iii. 25. 
For the thing which 1 greatly feat ed is ries, &i. 


1 IV ways -with me demand my praiſe, 0 


O Lord, I humbly own, 
For mercy follows me : each day 
Thou pour'ſt thy bleſſings down. 


But my ungrateful baſe zeturns 
Oft make me bluſh for ſhame, 
For ſtill I wander from thy ways, 
And do not praiſe thy name. 

Again I feel myſelf involv'd, 
Although not overcome; 

But it is owing to thy grace 
I am not quite undone. 

The thing I fear'd is on me come, 
The crafty bait has ta'en; _ 
To thee, O Lord, T turn my eyes, 

O reſcue me again ! 


Thy 1010 
Oh! help me, Lord, in faith to plead, 
Endow with pow'r to pray, 
O fend thy ſpirit down, and then 
Thou can'ſt not ſay me nay. 


For once again be pleas'd to break 
The ſubtile fow'ler's ſnare ; © 

O may thy mind in me appear; 
Fulfil my fervent pray'r. 

O ſhed thy love abroad in me, © 
To me thyſelf reveal; | 


I then will to thy glory ſpeak, 
And of thy goodneſs tell. 


Jos, XXik. 2. 


0h. that I were as in months paſt, as in the days 
when God preſerved me. _— 


LAS! my foul, how art thou fall'n ! 
Ah! why bewilder'd thus, 
Mult thou again lament and pine, 
And murmur o'er thy loſs! 


Where's now thoſe pleaſant notes of praiſe, 
That lately fill'd thy tongye? | 
Where's now the glowing, grateful frame, 


That mov'd thy pleaſant ſong. 


Where's now that firm unſhaken faith, 
With which thy heart was ſtay d? 
Where's all thoſe ſtrength'ning cordials now, 
That often made thee glad? | 
Thoſe paſtures green, where thou did'ſt feed, 
Are wither'd now to thee ; 
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Thoſe cryſtal fountains where thou drank'R, 
No longer can'ſt thou ſee. | 


Ariſe, my foul, rejoice in hope, 
The Lord will yet appear, 

Unto his temple yet look up, 
Nor yield to anx1ous fear, ; 


His mercy mov'd him once before, 7 
When wallowing in ſin, 8 
To bid my priſon'd ſoul come forth, Fs 
And a new life begin. 25 
He bade the ſubtile tempter 8 - ; 
Nor dare to break my peace, | To 
And from his dire devouring pow * | of. 
My ſoul he did releafe. | 
Caſt not thy confidence away, | = 
But cleave to him anew ; | Af 
When {in prevails upon him call, — N 
_ He'll bring thee ſafely through. EET 
His gifts not from repentance are, fa Oe = 
He's God, and cannot change, Th 
His ev'ry word ſhall be fulfill'd, To 


By means however ſtrange. 


For preſent peace return him thanks, 
And calmly on him wait, 
For what is good thou ſhalt receive ; ; 
Nor ſhall it come too late. 
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Rejoicing in hope. 


A Wax, my ſoul, and praiſe the Lord, 
And laud him for ſweet peace reſtor'd ; 
Once more he has his pow'r reveal'd, | 
And freely thy backſlidings heal'd. 

O wonder at his ſov'reign grace, 

For he has ſhew'd his ſmiling face 

"To thee, while wand'ring from thy reſt, 
Of airy phantoms ſtill in queſt. 


Confirm, Lord, what thy pow'r hath wrought, 
And keep the ſheep thy care hath ſought ; 
Aſſert thy right, maintain thy bold, 

| Nor let me wander from thy fold, 
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With wonder I thy favour ſee, 

That ftoops ſo low to finful me ; 

Thy condeſcending love I own, 

To me a worthleſs creature ſhown. 


A NEW-YEAR'S HYMN, 
Jan. 1795. 


Tryp, my ſoul, the ſolemn ſound, 
Another year has roll'd around. 
Another year 1s paſt ; | 
Redeem the time, make no delay, 
The ſubtile moments haſte away, | 
This year may be thy laſt. 


( 164 ) 
Thy glaſs faſt empties of its ſand, 
Thou' rt haſt*ning to Oblivion's land, 
For Death is on his way; 
How many in the year that's paſt, 
Of firmer ner ves, have breath'd their laſt, 
And fall'n to him a prey. 


Yet ſov*reign grace has fpared thee ; 3 
O that thy lengthen'd days may be 
Devoted to God's fear; 
Lord, to thy glory may I live, 
My languid heart do thou revive, 
To viſit me draw near. 


Oh! Jeſus, grant me this requeſt, 
Add, then, this favour to the reſt, 
A grateful heart beſtow ; . 
Since firſt ] [ban the vital air, 
I have been thy peculiar care; 
| Thy tender love I know. 


In this paſt year, beyond the reſt, 
Thy love to me has been expreſt, 

I've felt thy healin balm ; 
Thou mad'ſt thy pow'r to reſt on me, 
Mine eyes did thy ſalvation ſee ; 

The ſtorm became a calm. 
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PsAL. xliii. f. 
Why art thou 20 down, 0 my ſoul? 


OME, O my weary lab'ring ſoul, 
Compoſe thyſelf to reſt ; 

Why art thou thus in me caſt down, 
Or thus with grief oppreſs'd ? 


On Jeſus call, he'll deign to hear, 
And anſwer thy requeſt, 
He bids the weary finner come, 
And lean upon his breaſt. | 
Where's now the mighty pow'r of faith 0 
Thou lately mad'ſt thy boaſt, bi 
That though the Lord thy ſoul ſhould ſlay, 
Yet in him thou would'ſt truſt. 


He's ſtill the ſame, and changeth not, 
Then why ſhould'ft thou deſpond ? 

His pow'r did reſt on thee this day, 
Thy peace he's made t' abound. 


The riſing form he did rebuke, 
And calm'd thy anxious mind; 

Then why, my ſoul, make ſuch returns? 
Oh! judge him not unkind. 


Yes, Lord, I own thy tender care 
Of me in time that's paſt, 

And I believe thou wilt preſerve, 
And keep me to the laſt. 


Pity my weakneſs, O wy God, 
For unto thee I cry, 
And will remember the right-hand 


Of him that 2 is Moſt High. 
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Mican, vii. 9 


J will bear the indignation of the Lord, becauſe 


1 have ſinned againſt him. 


For all my hope is in his word, 
A friendly guide he'll prove. 


His indignation I will bear, 
For yet fo Dr me he will appear, 

His precepts are my choice ; 3 
J yet ſhall ſee a chearful day, 


He'll make theſe thadows flee away, 


And I ſhall yet rejoice. 


Then triumph not, thou worſt of foes, 

For though my ſoul now mourning goes, 
For darkneſs round his throne, 

The morning-ſtar ſhall yet arife, 

The ſun again ſhall bleſs my ſkies, 


For he will hear my moan. 


The Lord will execute for me 


His judgements juft ; thou yet ſhalt fee, 
And know I have a friend; 

He all thy malice will controul, 

And yet enlarge my fetter'd ſoul, 

7 And ſave me to the end. 


J ſoul is ſtill o 'ercome with fears, 
And dark the path to me appears, 
In which I'm bound to move; 2 


Vet ſtill I will look: to the Lord, 


3 
C 
T 
E © 
-D 
1 
M 
M 


UN 2 


Tm) 


Though by my folly oft J fall, 

Yet Jeſus hears me when I call, 
| And ſaves me in diſtreſs ; 3 
| To him alone will I complain, 
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On his almighty arm ] lean, 1 
Up through this wilderneſs. 0 
Though Satan all his cunning try, $ 
If I this moment truft a lie, ! 
Break thou the charm, O Lord; 2 
Wiſdom I aſk, I muſt it have, ö 
Surely thou wilt thy ſervant ſave; | 
iI truſt upon thy word. 9 
But if this faith act be thine, e 4 
Confirm it, let thy glory ſhine, Ft 
Thy name thus be ador'd ; ; 


1 — 


Thy ſimple word is all I want; 
This one petition, then, O grant; 
Eſtabliſh me, O Lord. 


O may my faith grow firm and ſtrong, 
May dai praiſes fill my tongue, 
For thy almighty grace; 
May others, too, thy favour feel, | 
May we all join to praiſe thee till, | 1 
And run our heav'nly race. | vl 


Ah! wake theſe led flop away, 3 
Haſte, then, the everlaſting day, F; 
And wipe away our tears; 
O may we ſing with grateful tongue, 
That n holy, chearful ſong, | 
That's ſung through endleſs years. 


At preſent" may we reſt in hope, 
And in our ev'ry ſtrait look up, 
And leave to thee our care; 
May we not weary, Lord, we pray, 
But ſtill keep on our heav'nly way, 
Tin thou, O Lord, appear. 
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i . ON THE 0 5 To 
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| OF A 7 
PAINFUL DISORDER, 
| ; ; UST thy chaſtifing hand, O Lord, is 
1 On me be laid again? 
1 hen ſend, O Lord, the needful aid, 
i And ſanRify each pain. | 
} In former troubles thou haſt been 


p 1 
| My comforter and ſtay ; | 
f Then be not wanting now, but come 
And wipe my tears away. 


W 


Calmly ſubmitting to thy ſtroke, 
O keep my ſoul ſerene ! 
| And ſweeten ev'ry bitter cup, 
9 Which does for me remain. 


If weary nights appointed be, 
And balmy ſleep's deny'd, 

O may thy conſolations ſweet 
Through tedious hours nre guide. 


With patience fortify my ſoul, 
And keep my mind at peace; . 


O give me, Lord, that humble mind, 5 Tt 
That ſoftens all diſeaſe. | a Th 

Friend of the friendleſs, hear my plaint, 7 8 | T 

And ſend the help I crave, That 


Ex'n calm ſubmiſſion to thy will; EY 10 
In hope thou wilt me ſave. 8 0 | 


( wy 9 

Al things together for their good 
Shall work, thou haſt declar'd, © 

To thoſe that love thy holy name, 
And do thy works regard, 


Joux, xvi. 3 3. 


In the world 400 ball have tribulation, but in me 
peace, 


ES, Lak this day 1 felt thee near, 
Thy comforts made me glad, 
Bur ſoon my ſoul's malicious foe 
| Prevail'd to make me ſad. 


O diſappoint his envious rage, | 

Nor leave me in his hand ; | . 
My feeble ſoul ſupport, O Lord, 

By faith O may I ſtand! 


But why am I Curpris'd to find 
Perplexing ſcenes below; 
Adverſity I may expect, 
Ev'n all my journey through. ' © 


[ tribulation meet with muſt, 
While on this earth I dwell ; 

But may I find true peace in -h 
This will make all things well. 


Thy peace leave with me, O my God, 
According to thy word, : 

That peace that paſſeth knowledge far, 
I claim from _ O Lord. 
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O may it as a river flow, 

Let right'ouſneſs abouud ; T1506 

As with a mantle, cloathe my foul? * 
With holineſs around. | 


JuDGEts, vi. 1 3. 


* God be among. ſt us, why i is it ſo with us 2 


OES Jeſus Aill tnt his name? 
And has he pow'r to ſave? 


And is he ſtill the finner's friend ? 4 
And does he ever live? t 
And doth he really intercede . 

For ſinners ſuch as me? | Be 2 
Shall all that through him come to God, * 
His great ſalvation ſee? Lo, 
Is he a Prince exalted high, | PE. 0 
Repentance to beſtow :? > But! 
And does he hear each faint requeſt ' N. 
His people breathe below? | 


Then why have J ſo often all'd, 
Vet ſeem'd to aſk in vain? 
Ah! why do I like water, Lord, 
Unſtable ſtill remain? . 


Do I not to thy fold belong 
Did'ſ thou not die . me ? Þ 
Tis only ſinners need thine aid, 

Or muſt apply to thee. 


Ev'n I, the foremoſt of that throng, 
Claim thy aſſiſtance now; 

Thou only can'ſt my ſtubborn will, 
To calm ſubmiſſion bow. : 


» 


T4 111 ) 
O may, I lean no more to earth, | 
Nor truſt in fleſh at all! | F 


0 raiſe my grov'liag ſoul, O Lord, 
Above this earthly ball ! 


From wilful fin O ſave my foul, 
All Satan's ſnares prevent ; 

In thee alone my ſoul can reſt 
With unreſerv'd content. 


Rxv. iii. 19. 


LL whom I love I will rebuke, 
And chaſte n ev'ry child; 

Be zealous, therefore, and repent, 
While thy chaſtiſement's mild. 


Lo, at the door I ſtand and knock, 
Open, and I'll come in, 

But I no rival can endure, 
Nor any fav'rite ſin.“ 

Attend, my ſoul, nor dare delay, 
But inſtantly comply; 

Oh ! baniſh ev'ry darling fin, 
That does the Lord deny. | 


But will the Lord, in very deed, 
Dwell in this heart of mine? 
Behold the heavens' wide expanſe 

His glory can't confine. 


Vea, in his ſight they are not pure; 
Alas! then how can J, 

Deform'd and loatheſome, e' er expect 

His approbation high? 
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Yes, but he'll grant, himſelf hath ſworn ; Ke” 


Don't reaſon, but believe; 
Who comes to him he'll not caſt out, 
But chearfully receive. | 


The ſtony heart he will e i 
And give an heart of fleſh, 
He'll ſprinkle thee with water pure, 0 
Thy thirſty ſoul refreſh, 


But yet for this-thou muſt him ſeek, 
The promiſe is to pray'r: 
* In trouble ſee thou call on me, 
] ſurely will thee hear.“ 


Maxx, x. 22. 23. 


AVE faith in God, 15 the givin ſaid, 


Believe my record true, 
« Whate'er ye aſk in faith, it thall * 
“ Be given uaio you. 


„ Who bids this lofty mountain riſe, | 
In faith that's firm and free, 

« ]t ſhall obey faith's mighty yore, 
« And fall in yonder ſea.” 


Then why, my ſoul, art thou fo flow 

Io truſt almighty grace ? 

Or why ſhould ev'ry trifling change 
Thus rob thee of thy peace? 


Why art thou thus a ſlave to ſin, SH 
Since faith can ſet thee free? | 

Why art thou then ſo faint and weak, 
Since faith can ſtrengthen thee ? 


| (223 ), | 
Why art thou ſiek, fince faith can cure 
The moſt diſeaſed caſe ? 
Yes, faith in Jeſus? name alone 
Can give thee preſent eaſe. 
Why ſtagger'd at the promiſe thus, 
Through unbelieving fears, 
Becauſe ſo intricate and dark 
The providence appears ? 
Look to the Lord in ev'ry ſtrait, 
Attend to what he ſaith, _ 
If of thy wiſhes all poſleſs'd, | 
What room were then for faith ? 
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I sõaIAk, liv. T. 
Sing, 7 barren, thou that didſt not Bear, Sc. 5 


* 4 


„e doſt thou bid the barren ſing, 
A © Lord, how can it be! 
How can a barren, lifeleſs ſoul, 
Give proper praiſe to thee ? 
dend down thy influence divine, 
O breathe upon my ſoul, 
For much 1 long to praiſe thy name, 
But, ah ! how flat and dull. 
O ſend refreſhing ſhow'rs of grace, 
And mollify my heart, 
Eſtabliſh me, nor let me from 
Thy holy law depart. 
: VV 
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When I can praiſe in faith with Ben, 5 


My heart doth overflow; : 
But when thy face is hid, again 
I am o'erwhelm'd with Woe. - 


When in thy light my path I ſee, 
My cares all flee away;  _ 

Then as a brazen mountain * | 
Thou art my rock and ſtay. ' 


Then all is well, whate'er thou ſend'ſt, 
Ev'n crofles bleflings prove zi 35:74: «©! 


1 


With joyful lips I then can ſing, 
And triumph in thy love. 


The paſt, the preſent, or to come, 
Alike to me appears, 


Thou God of love can'ſt never change, 


The ſame to endleſs years. 


Then, O refreſh this barren ſoul, 
According to thy word, 
Ob! in this deſart ope a ring. | 
_w_m_ from th thy river, Lord. 


EOF; 


. Gen. xxii. 14. 


RAsE God the Lord, praiſe, 0 my ſoul, 
And glory in his.name, | | 
Whoſe mercies ſtill to thee:abound, © 

From day to day the ſame. pb” 


But, Oh! my lifeleſs languid frame 
Proves my ingrate return; 

O quicken thou my drowſy pow'rs, 
May I thine abſence mourn. 


A barren heart, beyond compare, ; 
This night thou know'ſt 1 Sed 5th 3 
But, ah ! diſplay thy ſaving you 1 5 1 
My ſinful ſickneſs heal. 1 T1 
O looſe my ſtamm' ring tongue to praiſe, 1 . 
And tell of all thy grace, © er Bn Wt 
That ſtill thou mak'ſt to me er 89 WY / 
In ev'ry trying cafe. VVV 


Yes, for this reaſon I will j Joy | . 5 Mt 
In mine infirmity, - 27 5 15 

Ev'n in my weakneſs, that the a | . 
Of Chriſt may refl on me. | | | 


In tribulation I'd rejoice, 5 0 
That patience may increaſec, 25 iy 

And full experience of thy pow'r, 
When ſaving 1 in diſtreſs, 


Ev'n now, as in the days of old, 

He on the mount is ſeen; „ 
In pinching ſtraits, how oft has he ft 

A preſent helper been? 
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1 SAM, xxx. 5 6. 
And David's two wives were fakes eaptives Ce, 


HEN David's wives were captive led, 
His heart with grief was ſore oppreſs'd; 
Yet on the Lord his ſoul he ſtay d. 
Who never fails the poor diſtreſs'd. 


And was his truſt to no avail ? 
Or did the Lord his faith deſpiſe ? 
Ah! no, the Lord is faithful ſtill, 
And hears the meaneſt faint that cries. 


He bids his throbbing heart be ſtill, | 
Nor, thus deſponding, lofe his time, 
But quickly riſe, purfue the hoſt, 
For vict'ry ſhould be ſure-to him. 


And is Jehovah ſtill the ſame ? 
And 1s his ear as open now 2 b 

Then why, my ſoul, ſhould'ſt thou gt : 
Through him thou may'ſt have vey tos. 

Like David, riſe, and active be, obs 
Who hope to overcome, muſt fight; 

Then rouſe thyſelf, thy ſloth thake off, 
Take courage, ſee thy friend in icht. 


He glorious armour hath prepar'd, 

And it muſt not lie uſeleſs bj; 
Then eager graſp the ſword and ſhield, 3 
| For ſtrength is promis'd from on high. 

From night to night, thus David fought, 

Though much he long'd for Bethl'em's well: 
Remember life and ſoul's at ſtake ; 

Thy foes are pow'rful, ſprung from hell. 


. 

Thy tender- hearted Captain ſtands 

Fo ſight, to view the conteſt end ; 
Then keep thine eye of faith on him, 
And reſt on this Almighty friend. 


* 


7 - 
4 4 f 
5 0 
* \ 


Maxx, xiv. 34. 37. 


My foul is exceeding forrowful unto death. And =. 
be cometh, and findeth them ſleeping. | 15 

F pain and ſickneſs I complain, IF 11 
And oft I murmur at my lot; 1 
Becauſe I'm friendleſs and forlorn, | 1 
My mercies are by me forgot. | 4 


But here a moving ſcene appears, 
That ought to ſtop each rifing figh, 
Behold, ſee heav'n's Almighty King 
Hath deign'd to lay his glory by. 
Full thirty years, with painful toll, 
He waited. on his earthly friends ; 
For us he choſe a ſervant's place, 
Oa whom the hoſt of heav'n attends.. 


Three years he wander'd up and down, 
And preach'd the goſpel to the poor ;. 

| He heal'd the fick, and cur'd the lame, 

And freely taught from door to door. 


With wearineſs and. pain oppreſs'd, 

With grief their ſtubbornneſs to ſee; 
Yea, ev'n his own would not receive 
That great ſalvation offer'd free. 


— 
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Yet all theſe things are eaſy borne, 

He ſtill enjoys his Father's ſmile, 
But now the time is nigh at hand, 

When even that muſt ceaſe a while. 


Now in the garden ſee him bear 

The fins of men, a dreadful load ! 
His ſoul, o'ercome, is almoſt ſunk, 
To feel a fin-revenging God. 


% My ſoul is forrowful,” he cries, 

« Yea, ev'n to death my ſpirits fink, 
This cup of thy almighty wrath, 

« My ſoul oppreis'd now loathes to drink. 15 


Vet even in this awful hour, 
His faithleſs friends could lie and fleep ; 
Were ever ſorrows, Lord, like thine ? 
Ah! why, my eyes, do you not weep 1 * 


O let me never more complain, 

For my afflictions are but few, 

And what they are, I have procur'd, 
From fin deriv'd in order due. 


Methinks I fee the crimſon drops 
Bedew that now-deſpiſed face; 

Methinks I ſee the thorny crown 
Preſs'd on, thy temples to diſgrace. - 


Methinks I ſee the purple robe | 
Put on thy blood-beſpangled form, 

With that mock ſceptre in thy hand, 
While men and devils rage and Loew: 


J think thy wide expanded arms 
Nail'd to the ſhameful croſs I fee; 

I think I hear the heavy plaint, 
„Why bath my God forſaken me d 


oC ws) 
0 may that awful ſcene of woe.. 
Be deeply graven on my heart! 


May diſcontent no more prevail; 
O in theſe wounds give me a part 


O in that fountain waſh my ſoul, 
That laver only waſhes clean; 

I long for thy ſalvation, Lord, 
O bathe my guilty ſoul therein ! 


Isa1an, chap. xxvi. | | 170 
ö | 114 


THIS day my ſoul hall ling to God, 1 10 
Good cauſe have I to praiſe, 9 


For in the Lord's * ſtrength, 4 
My horn on high I'll raife, ' 1 
Salvation will the Lord appoint, | ih 
For walls and bulwarks round; _ —_ 
And though my foes againſt me riſe, : - - 
The Lord will them eohfound. Bo A 
When on the Lord my ſoul is ftay'd, © , 
My mind is kept in peace; | : 1 
Becauſe I then truſt in thy name, 1 585 Ni 
Pm ſav'd from all diſtreſs. 5 10 
Then, O my ſoul, for ever truſt _ 


In great Jehovah's name; 
In him is everlaſting ſtrength, 


To endleſs years the ſame. | is 
Yea, even in thy judgements, Lord, 1 

My ſoul doth wait on thee, 5 | 1 
My ſoul's defire is to thy name, * 

None elſe can comfort me. 2 | th 
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I with my ſoul have thee defir'd, | 
My ſpirit longs for the: 
Remember thou my weakneſs, Joel, 21 
For hoſts encompaſs me. „ 


They for my thoughtleſs ſoul lay ſnares, 
Too oft their guile prevails ; 
I'm oft trepann'd, ere I'm aware, 


Then all my courage fails. 


But, Oh! do thou ordain for me 


A ſolid laſting peace, —_ 
For thou alone can'ſt for my ſoul 
Perform all right'ouſneſs. 


Do thou, by thy almighty pow'r, 
Subdue my ſoul to thee, 

For other lords have far too long 

_  Ofurp'd the pow'r o 'er me. 


Though in the duſt my ſoul hath lain, 
O make it riſe and ſing ! 

O cauſe the dew on me deſcend ! 
Renew the chearful ſpring. 


O in thy chambers hide me, Lord, 
Until thy wrath be o' er; 

In thy pavilion hide my ſoul, 
Nor let me wander more. 


The Lord ſhall from his place come forth, 
Ah! if his wrath ariſe, 

The earth's inhabitants ſhall wail, 

Who do his law et. 5 


"I 121 ) 


NEHEMIAH, ii. 4. ; 
For what doſt thou make requeſt ? 


ORD, once again, as oft before, 
I make requeſt to thee, _ 
That I thy pow'r to ſave may feel, 
And thy ſalvation ſee. | 
From all my fancy's airy flights, 172 
O ſave me by thy pow'r; bes * 
O Lord, ſtand by my tempted ſoul, a „ 170 
In fierce temptation's hour. ö 
That thou would'ſt form my heart ane w, 
Is my ſincere requeſt; 7 
Oh ! raiſe my grov'ling ſoul above 
The periſbable beaft. 
O ſet the rock again abroach, 
Make contrite waters flow; 
Oh! for my late miſconduct, Lord, 
Do thou forgiveneſs ſnow. 
My Babel buildings, Lord, throw down, 
Do, Lord, my mind compoſe; 
Oh! heal the wound that fin has made, 
Again let me rejoice. | 5 
O give me grace, I humbly pray, 
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Thy name to magnify; 
Ob! Lord, ereate my heart anew, 
And make me live to thee, 


Oh ! give the praying ſpirit, Lord, 
1 out each ſlaviſn fear; | 
_ 1hat 1 may glorify thy name, 
Is my requeſt fincere. ; 


But guide me through this ſtormy ſea; 


(i | 
NEREMIAH, 0 
So K prayed unto the God of heaven. 


And 
Gracrovs Go, that hear'ſt the cry an 
Of all that are with grief oppreſt, 2 


Who ſeeſt from far the riſing ſigh, 
And ſett'ſt the troubled heart at reſt. 


Who heard'ſt thy ſervant's humble pray'r, 
And gav'ſt him favour with the king; 
Who did fulfil his heart's deſire, | 
And thine own counſels forth did bring. 


Thou ſurely ſtill remain'ſt the ſame, 
And ſtill regard'ſt the pray'r of faith, 
And wilt the juſt deſire fulfil 
Of all that called on thee a 


Then O vouchſafe to anſwer me, 

And ſanctify this ſinful heart; 
This is — to thy will ; 
Then, O thy ſpirit, Lord, impart. 
To thee, O Lord, I lift my foul; 

I pray thee ſend thy quick'nipg bw; 

Repentance unto. life beftow ; þ 

O may I to the end endure. 


Leave not my thoughtleſs ſoul to ſiray 
In finful paths, that lead to death,” 


Reſtrain the arrows. of thy wrath. 


TY i way 


And as they did eat, 2 took bread, and bleſſed 


and brake it, and. gave it to Bir di iſcipler, Jaying, 


Te abe, eat, 5515 & is my 28 


Think on us at ſuch a time ? - 
May I improve this dying favour, 
Think upon this love of thine. 


Oh! could'ſt thou thus thy friends remember, 
In the view of ſuch diſtreſs? 

Then ſure, my ſoul, the Lord will never 
Leave thee in this wilderneſs, 


Oh! think, my ſoul, what ſtrong compaſſion 
In his tender heart muſt reign ; 


O may I prove thy full ſalvation, 
Kindle, Lord, the flame divine. 


This bread, ſays he, preſents my body, 
« Which for you I now lay down ; 

Then take, and eat the rich proviſion, 
Strength for trials great you'll own.” ?“ 


The cordial cnp he likewiſe gave them, 
Preſent faith and hope toad; 

« This is the cup which I have blefled ; - 
« Drink ye all of it,” he ſaid. 


This is my blood, and ſhed for many, 
„Life II yield upon the tree; 
* Uſe not my dying favour vainly, 

” When you do it, think on me,” 


SF 


TW 


ND aid'f thou, 0 thou loving Saviour, 


( 1245) 
Oh ! may I, Lord, this day receive thee ; 
Unto my ſoul thyſelf make known; 


O an aſſured token give me, 
Thou wilt chuſe me for thine own. 


Oh ! repreſent, O Lord, I pray thee, 
What was ſuffer'd on the tree; 

O may I, Lord, by faith behold thee, 
Yielding up thy life for me, 

O may I have the view transforming ! 
Let thy mind in me appear! 

Remove, O Lord, this cauſe of mourning, 
Bleſs me with an heart ſincere. 


CANT. ii. 3. 
I. ſat down under Bis ſhadow, and his fruit ua: 
ſweet to my taſte. © 


ES, ſurely in thy ſhade I fat, 
And felt thy pow'r diſplay'd 
Thy word was ſweet unto my ſoul, 

My heart on thee was ſtay'd. 


No murmurs dar'd to break my peace, 
My froward heart was won, : 
And all my pow'rs with pleaſure ſaid, © 
« Father, thy will be done.” 


If &er with treaſure thou me bleſs, 
I'd ſerve thee with thy own; 

If poverty be flill my lot, 
„Father, thy will be done.“ 


e 7 
110 thou prolong'ſt my waſting days, 
Chearful my race I'll run; 


But if thou ſhortly call me hence, 
Father, thy will be done. 


If I am bleſs'd with balmy health, 
I'll view thee as the ſpring 3 

To thee who all my 4 Eg. felie vd, 
I'll joy ful rain 

But if affliction ſtill remain, 
Of choice I would have none ; 

But freely I'll to thee ſubmit, 
And ſay, Thy will be done.“ 


While favour'd with a Piſgah view, 

And with thy preſence bleſs'd, 

My feet.with ſafe obedience mov'd, 
My wiſhes I expreſs'd. 


But if again thou hid'ſt thy face, 

And Satan looſed be, 
| My plighted vows will go for — 
Pll give myſelf the lie. 


But O prevent it, Lord, I pray, 
Nor let me fall again; 

O may I to thy glory live, 
While being doth remain. 


For though my tongue hath * fair, - 5 
I nothing can fulfil, — - 
Unleſs thou form'ſt my ſoul anew, 1 
And reQtify'ſt my will. | Eu, } 


| | | 1 
L 3 : 
f — | f { 
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Loukk, xv. 18. 


4 will ariſe, and go to my Father. 


1 "IO the prodigal, 0 Lord, 

Have wander'd in a dream; 

i left the fountain of all bliſs, 
And thirſted for the ſtream. 


Thy bounteous gifts J have abus'd, 
The gifts of love divine; 

I fain would feed upon the huſks, 
| Prepared for the ſwine ; 


Yea, when deny'd, I blam'd the Lo, 


For dealing hard with me ; 


With lot diſpleas'd, I murmur'd ſore, 


Nor could the evil ſee. 


But by thy grace brought to myſelf,” 
With him, I fain wonld turn, 
With him, repenting I would ſpeak, 

And o'er my folly mourn. 


With him, O Lord, I freely own 
I've ſianed in thy ſight; 

No farther favours I deſerve, 
Thou might'ſt me caſt off quite. | 


But mercy, Lord, is thy delight, 
Thou doſt thy favour ſhow ; 
Then by thy grace I will ariſe, 
And to my Father go. 


»Gainſt thee, thee only, I have ſinn'd, 5 


And forfeited thy grace; 
But grant, O Lord, that I may fill 
A ſervant's humble place. 


— 


(w7 Y 


Lokk, i. 47. 48. 
My irt bath refoiced in God my Saviour, be< 


cauſe he hath regarded the low eſtate of his 


band. maiden. 


ES! Lark ' glorify hr name ; 
Y In thee I will rejoice, 

That pity'd me in my diſtreſs, 

And heard my plaintive voice. 


rn praiſe thee for preventing grace, 
In fierce temptation's hour, | 

When Satan ſtood at my right-hand, 
Me ready to devour. 


When in this howling wilderneſs 

I ſtray'd. without a path, | 

Thou did'ſt prevent my wand'ring feet, 
And ſav'dſt my ſoul from death. 


When thirſting after empty toys, 
That would my ſoul deſtroy, | 

Thou did'ſt with-hold the pois nous draught; ; 
In thee I'll therefore joy. 


O give me, Lord, a grateful heart, 
Let praiſes fill my tongue ; 

By men and angels both, O Lord, 
For me let praiſe be ſang. 


Theſe happy ſpirits, I am ſure, 
Have oft aſſiſted me, 
And often witneſſes have been 
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By thee commiſſion'd, oft they flew _ 


To bring my ſoul relief; | | 1 
And did my ſpirit oft ſupport, : 5 For 
When ſinking under grief. T 


And now they'll pratfe, I Know they will ; 
In heaven there is joy | 

Over this ranſom'd ſoul of mine, 
Which Satan did decoy, 


With grateful tears, Lord, I will praiſe; 
O let the torrent flow! 

J bleſs thee for the pleaſant Gens, 

Refreſhing as they go. 


Thee, lovely Saviour, I will praiſe, 
Who ſhedd'ft thy blood for me; 
I bleſs thee for the purple ſtream, 
Deſcending from the tree. 


For me thy head was crown'd with thorns, 
Thine hands with nails were torn ; 

For me thy ſacred fide was pierc'd, 
Thou treated waft with ſcorn. 


For me thou yielded'ſt up the ghoſt : 
Thou taſted'ſt death for me: 

Oh ! may my moments all be ſpent 
In giving thanks to thee. | 


O in my ſoul take up thy reſt, 
And ever in it dwell! 

O for thyſelf prepare a place, 
And ſay thou lik'ſt it well? 


Oh! ! Father, Son, and Spirit, m_ 
In me make thine abode; 

Oh! make me glorious all within, 

A temple fit for Ges. 


% 


| (. 129 JT ; 
Let other lords no more aſſume 
The vict'ry over me; 
For | believe, that all throughout | 1 
Thou canꝰſt me ſanctify. 5 | 1 


Is AlAk, chap. xii. 


1 day, Lord, I will praiſe thy name, 
That pity had'ſt on me; | 
Though thou waſt angry with me once, 

Yet now thou comfort'ſt me. 


Behold, God my ſalvation is, 
For ever to endure ; 

He alſo my deliv'rer is, 1 
My refuge moſt ſecure. | 0 

Then let my thirſty ſoul with joy % 
Theſe cooling waters draw, | { 

Ev'n from ſalvation's boundleſs wells, {4 
With reverential awe. {i 

Yes, I will ſay, Praiſe ye the Lord, 7; br 
And call upon his name; | 1 

For 1 his doings will declare, Ts Ny 
And magnify the ſame. 3 4 


Sing to the Lord, for he hath done if 
Things wonderful for me; 
Let this be known to all around; s 
His name exalted be. | | | 
Let Zion's children ſhout for joy; f 4 
- For in the midſt of thee, DE = 
The Holy One of Iſra'l dwells, 
And thine own God is he. 


X* 0 3 
And, O my ſoul, do thou e 
For great thy mercies be; 


O let his glory be thy aim, 
Who oft hath reſcu'd thee. 


O may it be my happy lot, 
To praiſe while I have breath, 


And wake to fing with all my pow rs, 


For ever after death. 


Permit me, Lord, to join the choir 
That on Mount Sion ſtand ; 


Teach me that new, that pleaſant ſong, 


That glads that happy land, 


| MaTTH, iv. 8. 
Again the devil taketh him up into an exceeding 


high mountain, and ſheweth him all the kingdom! 
of the world, and the glory of them. 


ND durſt 8 O thou arch-deceiver, 
Tempt thy Maker to his face ? 


How could'fi thou think that he would ever 


Stoop to trifles mean and baſe. 


For what are all the world's treaſares 


To him who made both earth and ſky ? 
And ev'n that vaſl ſulphureous cavern, 
Where thy fellows with thee lie. 


Bat pity, Lord, thy weakeſt creature, 
Hear, when on thee I do call ; | 


O ſave me from the pow'r of pleaſure ! 


Let it not my heart enthrall. 


( 13r ) 
Thou only know'ſt what empty viſions 
Are preſented to my view; 


Break, O Lord, each dark deluſion, 
Which would ſoon my ſoul undo. 


Lord, array me with thy armour ; 
Cover'd with this coat of mail, 
may undaunted meet each terror, 


Though the hoſts of hell aſſail. 


0 let not, Lord, my fancy wander ! 
Stay my thoughts on thee alone! 

To thee my all I would ſurrender ; 
Cauſe of doubt ſure I have none. 


0 ſanctify imagination! 

Fruitful ſource of all my pain; 
long, Lord, for thy full ſalvation, 

May I ſolid reſt attain. 


0 Lord, repel the arch-deceiver, 
May 1 ne'er be led aſtray ; | 

O may my judgment no more waver; 
Fix my choice on thee alway. 


Thy love alone yields ſolid pleaſure, 
Creatures can't its place fupply; 

O from this une xhauſted treaſure 
Longing ſouls, Lord, ſatisfy. 


"CF 


Jos, iv. 5. 


A 

But now it is come upon thee, and thou Jainteſt ; Wit 

it n thee, and thou art : troubled. A 

| Wh 

3 my proſperity 1 nid, 1 

My mountain Randeth ſure, Wit 

My bows upon the Lord 1s ſtay'd, Y 

And ever ſhall endure. He 1 

I ſaid, 1'!1 ſurely praiſe his name, Je 

* As long as I have breath, Was 
To him I will commit myſelf, H 

| Whether for life or death. Tho 

: Or health or ſickneſs be my lot, A 

His croſs I will not ſhun ; The 

I'll calwly to the Lord fubmit, B 

And ſay, Thy will be done.” And 

How quick theſe happy moments flew, T 

When praife was my delight, Affi 

But now my harp is quite unſtrung, Ir 

My day is turn'd to night. Aw: 

But why, my ſoul, art thou caſt down, T 

Or in me ſo diſmay'd ? He'l 

Ev'n now may all thy confidence T 

Upon the Lord be ſtay d. OL 

The cup that thou art call'd to drink, A 

Was mixed by his hand, Whe 

| And ſure the wiſe phyfician does Fe 
| For ever near thee ſtand, In le 
F If pining fickneſs waſte thy ſtrength, Is 
„ 'Iis only for thy good, * Oh! 
; | He hath no pleaſure in thy pain; | N 


Truſt, then, him for _ food. 


OM 
Though ſickly days, and weary nights, 
At preſent be thy lot, 


Without a friendly hand to ſoothe, 
And ev'n by all forgot. 


What though neglected and forlorn, 
Thou ſpend'ſ thy lonely days, 

Without a peaceful reſiing-place, 
Yet hear what Jeſus ſays. 


He who is ſov'reign of the ſky, 
Jehovah's only Son, 

Was poorer ſtill, while here on earth, 
He comforters had none. 


Though wylie foxes have their holes, 
And birds their neſts prepare, 

The lowly Lamb had no abode, 
But wander'd here and there. 


And wilt thou not, my ſoul, ſubmit 


To drink with paticnt lip, 
Alfliction's bitter mingled wine, 
In ſuch ſweet fellowſhip ? 


Away with all diſtracting fears, 
The Lord will ſtill provide; 

He'll ſurely be thy God while here ;— 
To death he'll be thy guide. 


0 Lord, be pleas'd to come thyſelf, 
Along with ev'ry crols; 

When thou art preſent, all is well; 
For gain I count my loſs. 


In loſing thee, what gain I have 
Is dearly bought indeed ; 

Oh! manifeſt thyſelf to me, 
No other good I * 


— 
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Cay 


0 give me patience to endure 
What thou appoint'ſt for me, 

Nor let me murmur at the rod, 
But cloſer cleave to thee. f 


Once more, I pray thee, patience give, 
And ſend thy Spirit down; 

Oh! give me, Lord, the pow'r of a r, 
And my petitions own. 


Marra. v. 8. 


Bleſſed are the pure in heart, for they foo ſet 
God. 


ES, bleſs'd beyond deſcription they 
Whoſe hearts are pure within, 

Who feel the pow'r of Jeſus' name, 
No more the ſlaves of fin. 


Such hearts a proper temple is, 
The Spirit to receive, 


And in them he will gladly reſt, 
For nothing ſhall him grieve. 


Jehovah's love abundantly | 
In them 1s ſhed abroad, 

For ſuch the father dearly loves, 
With ſuch is his abode, 


The Father, Son, and Soles, here 
Take up their laſting home,— 

Who can ſuch riches eſtimate, 

Or count the mighty ſum ? 


„ 
Yes, bleſs'd they are beyond compare, 
For nought ſhall them annoy ; 
For now the curſe is all remoy'd, 
Nought can their peace deſtroy. 


They to the Lord their all commit, 
Nor diſappointment know ; 

Their will is ſweetly loſt in his, 
They reſt ſecure from woe. 


'Tis true, while in this earth they dwell, 
And in this mortal frame, 

They tribulation do expect, 
But glory in the ſame. 


Though chain'd in dungeons, 157 can fing, 
For Jeſus ſtill is nigh ; 
He does all their afflictions feel, 


And ſaves them when they cry. 


| The fierce voracious beaſts of prey 
Are paſſive in his hands; 

When he forbids, the raging flames 
Can only burn their — 


Wnat though the fig · tree ſhould not n 
Nor fruit the vine ſhould yield? 
What though the olive's labour fail, 
Nor herbage grace the field ? ? 


What though the flocks were all cut off, 
The folds were all deſtroy'd ; 

Though ſweeping deſolation waſte, 
And leave an empty void ? 


The happy ſoul, abſorb'd in God, 
Will reſt in calm repoſe, 

He ſtill will glory in his God, 
And in his name rejoice. 


M 2 


When in thy likeneſs I awake, 


Thy grace ſhall over all prevail, 


3 35 ) 
P8AL. xvii. 1 "oY 


7 all be ſatisfied, when 1 awake, with * And 
bk agi. to 


HEN in thy likeneſs I awake, 1 
I ſhall thy glory ſee, 
With peace, and love, and holy j Joy, 
My ſoul ſhall filled be. 


When in thy likeneſs I awake, 
J ſhall no more repine; 5 
Thy law will then be my , 
My will be loſt in thine. | 


When in thy likeneſs I awake, 
I ſhall with beauty ſhine ; 
My glorious cloning then ſhall be 
Thy right'ouſneſs divine. 


When in thy likeneſs J awake, 
My ſtrength ſhall be renew'd, 

My pleaſant labour then ſhall be, 
To praiſe thy name aloud, 


Sin ſhall no more remain, 


For all. my foes are flain. 
When in thy likeneſs T awake, 
Earth's grandeur I'll deſpiſe, 
And empty toys ſhall then no more 
Dazzle my happy eyes. 


When {hall this glorious morning dawn ? 
When ſhall my Lord appear, 

And make a final end of fin ? 
The ſweet Sabbatic year? 


C 39 3 


Lokk, xxi. t 5. 


Y ſoul, with admiration ſee 

The love of Jeſus for his ſaints ; 
uch ſtill are precious in his Eye, 

He kindly hears their heavy plaints. 
With what deſire he looked forth 

To this laſt painful interview: 
« Yea, with deſire I have defir'd 

To eat this paſſover with you. 


I now muſt tell you tidings ſad, 
Though theſe be painful to your ear, 
That I ſhall ſhortly take my leave; 
Yet do not yield to groundleſs fear. 


Think not I'll leave you all alone, 
The Comforter PN ſend you ſoon, 
And he will all that's needful teach, 


Bleſs, O my ſoul, the Lord on high, 
That ever deigh'd to ſtoop fo low, 
This great ſalvation eelebrate ; 
And to his altar chearful go. 
Yes, Lord, thou know'ſt with what defire 
I have defir'd to drink this cup; | 
This, Lord, I pray vouchſafe to bleſs ; 
For this to thee I will look up. | 
O diſappoint my artful foe, 
And break each ſnare that's in my way ! 
To rove and wander leave me not, 


And ſoothe your grief when I am gone.“ 


\ But keep my feeble ſoul, I pray. © © 


Aud he ſaid unto them, With dęſire I have defred 
to eat the paſſaver with you before I. ſuffer. 


1H 


(1438) 


Lovely Jeſus, would'ſt thou aſk me, 
What I would have thee do for me? 
*Tis holineſs that I deſire, 


And ſweet communion ſtill with thee. 


O Lord, transform this heart, I pray, 
And give me faith to overcome; 
Upon me let thy dew diftil; 
Come, O thou RE quickly come ! 


- * . 


2 CHRON. xx, 12. 


For we have no might againſt this great company 


that cometh up againſt us 5; neither * we 
what to do: ww our eyes are upon thee. 


ES, unto thee, O Lord, I look, 
Nor let me look in vain, 

- Becauſe I have no-pow'r to ſtand, 

Againſt theſe foes of mine. 


But do thou, Lord, once more ariſe, 

And on my fide appear; 

For if thou doſt not, I may fold 
My hands in dark deſpair. 


Becauſe I have no pow'r to fight, 
No feet have I to flee; 

Therefore I have no room for hope, 
But when I truſt in thee. 


Not could I look to thee for help, 

Nor ſupplicate thy aid, | 

Had not thy prumiſe free 'been giv'a. 
And —_ on Jeſus laid. 


( u99 Y 


O Lord, I feel my inmoſt ſoul 
Is fill'd with vanity; 

Forgive, O Lord, my treach'rous deeds, 
And freely pardon me. 


Create, O Lord, my heart anew, 
And wafh away my fia ; 

O let no idol in it reſt, 
Nor ſeize thy place within. 


Once more I pray thee, Lord, appear, 
And diſappoint my fears; 

May love to thee alone prevail, 
And break all Satan's ſnares. 

0 Jeſus ! look with pity down, 
And bring me quick relief, 


For well thou all my wand'rings knowꝰſt, W 


And cauſes of my grief. 
1 


75 R Ev. xiv. 6. 


Aud I ſaw another angel fly in the mid/t of heaven, 


having the everlaſting goſpel to preach unto them 


that - dwell on. the earth, and to every nation, 


and kindred, and tongue, and people. 


Lok, thou know'ſt my ſoul exults 
' To ſee thy kingdom coming faſt; 
Soon may thy glory fill the earth, | 

And oppoſition yield at laſt. 


Soon may the kingdoms of the earth, 
Thy Father's gift, thy ſceptre own ;. 
May Superſtition's chains give place, 


And ev'ry Dagon now fall down. 
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EC 149 
On thy white horſe do thou appeaf, 
And conqu'ring, ſtill to conquet go; 


That thow art only God alone, 


Oh! make the blinded nations know. 
O bleſs theſe meſſengers of peace, 


Gone forth to ſpread the joyful ſound; 


O back their word with pow't divitſe, 
And caule their joy th thee abound. 
Cement them in the bonds of love, 
Oh! may they all unite in one; 
May baneful jars no more be heard, 
In cordial friend{liip make them join. 
The ſhip that bears the facred truſt, 
To thee, O Jeſus, I commend, 


With balmy breezes fill her ſails, 


Safe may ſhe reach the diftant land. 


O reign ſupreme, eternal King, 

Let Satan now be put to ſhame ; 

Ah ! from his cruel ſervile yoke, 
Deliver thoſe that fear thy name. 


He / 


( 4x1 ) 
Pes al. cxii. 7. | 


He ſhall not be afraid of evil tidings ; his heart is 
. fixed, truſting in the Lord. 


PON thee, O thou finner's ſtay, 
My truſt is plac'd alone, | 
Waat can ariſe to cauſe diſmay ? 
What can my comforts drown ? 


When favour'd with thy gracious light, 
I then can cleave to thee, | 
And reſt afſur'd that all events 
Shall work for good to me. 


No evil tidings then I fear, 
For nought can come in vain, 

My heart is fix'd on thee, O Lord, 
And I can all ſuſtain, 


ſa all times paſt, I can declare, 

The Lord did all things well; 
For time to come I'll boldly truſt, 
With mind ſerene and till. 


Nothing with him's impoſſible, 
My God is my ſtrong rock, 
For all things into being came, 

When he the word but ſpoke. 


| thus can hope, and will believe, 
That J ſhall yet receive 

A cure for this diſeaſed ſoul, 

And to his glory live. 


And though an obſtinate complaint 
Cleaves to this feeble frame, 

Let nothing is impoſſible, 
When I look up to him. 
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But when a cloud obſcures my ſky, Sh 
My hopes all fink again, | But 
Thy ways with me ſeem dark and hard, ITI 
And then I ſoon complain. For « 

But this is-mine infirmity, B; 
Forgive it, Lord, I pray, Ev'n 

And ” theſe dark deſponding fears V 


May I no more give way. 


O perfect what concerneth me, 
Nor may my hope be loſt; 

O let me not aſhamed be, 
For in thee do I truſt. 


Fulfil my ev'ry right'ous wiſh, Why 
My wants. to thee are known ; ; | 7. 
I want but little here below, it aw, 


Yet do that want bemoan, 


Yes, Lord, thou know'ſt I fomething wait 
Thou only can't beſtow, 

And if thou will'ſt, that is enough, 
Though all the earth ſay no. . 8 


O do this day a token ive, 
Thou wilt this want ſup ply : 

O ſhow thy glory and thy pow'r ! 
And fill my heart with joy. 


The ſeaſon's now again return'd, 
When twice thou did'ſt appear, 
And mad'ſt my chearful heart to ſing, 

I found thy preſence near. 


Again my expectation's rais'd, 
To meet ſome new diſplay ; 

Again indulge my fervent wi! 
In thine own gracious way. 


es A F i 


| Ea 3 

[| will not yield to unbelief, 
Should'ſt thou this ſuit deny, 

But reſting on thy former word, 
Thy name wall glorify, _ 

For oft my ſoul hath been refreſh'd, 
By truſting, Lord, in thee, 185 

Ev'n in the darkeſt gloom of night, 
When I could nothing fee. 
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. NEHEM. ii. 2. 


Why is thy countenance ſad, ſeeing thou art not fick ? 
This is nothing elſe but. ſorrow of heart. Then 
was I very fore afraid. „ 


ND could an earthly Prince not bear 
His ſervant in his preſence frown, 
Although before him heretofore | 
His looks had never been caſt down ? 


Then why, E aſk, this ſullen gloom ? 
Allow a ſiſter to inquire, 

Should not the ſervants of our King, 
A far more chearful aſpe& wear ? 


What is the cauſe of your complaint ? 
hope my brother will forgive, 
Nor take offence, for I am ſure, 
If in my pow'r I would relieve. 
Why are you lean from day to day ? 
| Ah! why reproach your maſter thus? 
Sure he provides an ample board, | 
Is there not plenty in his houſe ? 


6 
8 "HO Maſter, did I ſay? forgive ; ; 


No, he allows a nearer claim, 
He is your Father reconcil'd, 
And bids you leave your cares to him. 


Your elder Brother ſees with grief, 
The healthful cup by you refus'd ; 

The Holy Spirit's alſo griey'd, _ 
To ſee his favours thus abus'd. 


How ſhould the ſcriptures be fulfil'd, 

If all things ſmoothly glided on ? 
The Lord would never lift us up, 
If he ſhould never caſt us down. 


If ſickneſs never were our lot, 
How could we know his healing aw? 
Nor could we join the chearful ſong, 
For ſaving in temptation's hour. 


He has not promis'd in his word, 
The tempter never ſhall aſſail, 
But, truſting in him, has declar'd 

He over us ſhall not prevail. 


Methinks I hear you now reply, 

My troubles have another ſpring ; 
It was no ſtranger me reproach'd, 

Or that had been an eaſy thing. 


But faithleſs friends deceived me, 


My mother's ſons have prov'd my bane ; ; 


How can I then but grieved be, 
For all my former joys are lain.” Boos 


But ſtop, dear brother, not ſo faſt, 

But think on him that bled for thee, 
| Who trod the wine-preſs all alone; 
To him thou muſt conformed be. 


Deliv. 
And 


| E205 
When pride would raiſe thy diſcontent, 
Turn, and behold th' accurſed tree; 


gehold the Lord's eternal Son, 
Whom God and man forſook for thee ! 


) may my ſoul for ever dwell 

Upon the view, adoring thee; 
Deliver me from diſcoment, L 
And plant an bumble mind 1a me. 


HEB. xi. 33: 
Who through faith obtained promiſer. 


JESTOW, O Lord, this living faith, 
) This conqu'ring grace I do implore, 
{bat credits ev'ry word of thine : 

O let a doubt ariſe no more 


May I theſe promiſes obtain, - 
Which in thy holy word abound ; 

Hay [ ſolace my ſoul therein; 

0 may I know the joyful ſound ! 


\ heart of fleſh thou promis'd haſt, 

O take away the heart of ſtone; 
fulfil, O Lord, thy gracious word; 
Help me to build my hope thereon. 


Lord, thou haſt promis'd in thy word, 
To ſprinkle me with water clean ; 

delp me Vapply thy gracious word, 
And fix my ſteady faith therein. 


Thou wilt the juſt defires fulfil 
Of all that truly fear thy name, 

ln all their troubles ever near, | 
Thou ſaid'ſt thou would'ſt deliver them. 
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Oh! in my heart, Lord, put thy fear, 
Thus thou haſt promiſed to me; 


Oh! to thy door-poſts nail mine ear, 
Nor let me e'er depart from thee. 


My ev'ry idol to remove, 
Thou alſo haſt thy promiſe paſt ; 
Fulfil the ſame, O Lord, I pray; 
O reign ſupreme 1n me at laſt ! 


But thou haſt ſaid I muſt inquire, 
To pray'r the promiſes belong ; 
Then, O the praying ſpirit give! 
Enlarge my heart, and looſe my tongue, 


Thou know'ſt and ſeeſt I nothing have; 
I live on thee from day to day; 

The poor, O Lord, thy promiſe crave, 
The rich are empty ſent away. 


With confidence, O Lord, I claim 

My portion in thy dying will, 
Ev'n in theſe gifts thou did'ſt receive 
For thoſe *gainſt thee that did rebel. 


Thou, Lord, from heaven did'ſt deſcend, 
To ſeek and ſave the ſtraying ſheep; 


My caſe to thee, Lord, I commend ; 
My feeble ſoul vouchſafe to keep. | 1 


Though fin has my poor ſoul o'ercome, 


For fin thou waſt an off ring made; The 
Since, Lord, thou'ſt conquer'd in my room, A 
Tnerefore in thee will I be glad. Perf 
Though weak and impotent 1 am, 5 
Yet in thy ſtrength I'll brave the foe; 7 
Wiſdom I lack, wiſdom I claim, 


Aſſur'd thou'lt it on me beſtow. Yet 


Lt, += 
Though I be blind, and blind J am, 
Yet I ſhall ſarely find my way, 


For thou wilt lead me by the hand, 
Nor leave me 1n this wild to ſtray, 


Or if, as I have often done, 
Again I wander from thy fold, 
Again thy mercy will be ſhown, 
Thou wilt bring back, and me uphold. 


It was free love, when dead in fin, 

That mov'd thee, Lord, to quicken me; 
Thy love ſhall ſtill remain the ſame, 

For change can have no place in thee, 


Yet oft, alas ! fin veils thy face, | 
And draws a gloomy cloud between; 

din only can deſtroy my peace, 

Elſe would I reſt calm and ſerene. 


- > 5 
— — 


2 Co. iv. 8. 


We are perplexed, but not in deſpair. 


1 truth my ſoul hath lately felt, 
When darkneſs did ſurround, | 
The tempter did aſſault my peace, 

And did me ſore confound. 


Perplex'd I was, and ſore diſmay'd, 

Nor knew I where to turn, 

My feeble ſoul was much afraid, 
And did in darkneſs mourn. 


Yet ſecretly the Lord upheld, 


Nor left me to deſpond, - 
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And be the * ſtorm diſpel'd, 
And made my peace abound. 


This promiſe open'd to my view, 

I did its fulneſs ſee, 
« None in the Lord that firmly RF) 
Shall e'er confounded be. 


This, Lord, thou know'ſt is all my kin, 
On thts my foul doth ſtay, | 
And by thy grace I'll hold it faſt, 
Nor throw my ſhield away. 
Why in my heart ſhould thoughts ariſe ? 
Ah! why give place to fear? 
My treaſure's hid above the ſkies, 
My only portion's there. | 


All that the Lord hath promis'd hore, 


He ſurely will fulfil; 
_ Ev'n as my faith, fo ſhall it be, 


His word is faithful lk: 


Marrn. xiv. 30. 
But, when. he ſaw the wind boiflerous, he au 


 fraid:; and, beginning to fink, he cried, ajing 
Lord, ſave Mite 


TOW oft have I, as Peter did, 
5 : Deſired what I could not bear, 
_ Vatry'd, I conquer and prevail, 

But fail if danger once appear. 


"Tis true, while to the Lord ] look, 
My heart is kept in ſteady poiſe ; 
But when on him I turn my back, 


Anon the billows ſwell and riſe. 


E 2499 ) 


My ſtrongeſt faith gives way to fears, 
As gloomy through my thoughts they roll ; 
In all ſuch trials, Lord, be near, 
And ſtay the tempeſt i in my foul. 
When in thy light myſelf I view, 
I cry, Unholy and unclean : 
And, ab ! if others ſaw me too, 
They ſurely would the wreteh diſdain, - 


Yet pride, that ſterling badge of hell, 
Deceives me ere I am aware ; 

The leaſt negleQ how quick I feel! 
And keen reſentment does appear. 


Then angry paſſions next ſucceed, . 

And low'ring clouds hang o'er my mind ; 
From nature ſprings this helliſh brood, 

An impreſs of th' infernal fiend. 


O had I but a humble heart! 
O had I but a lowly mind! | 
Theſe precious gifts, O Lord, impart ;. 
To thee be ev'ry wiſh refgn'd, 


N 3. 


( x50 ©) 


_ Acrs, xxvii. 25. 


For 1 Ae God, that it ſhall, be even at it u 
Fold me. 


1 © ſhall it be, T know it t tha, 
For God can never lie, 
And faith is his own proper gift, 

His work he'll not deny. 


Firm as mount Zion ſhall they reſt, 
Who on his pow'r rely, 
And ſtedfaſt as the ſolid rocks, 
The pow'rs of hell defy. 


The words that from his lips proceed, 
Shall all fulfilled be ; _ 

And faith all pow'rful ſhall receive 
Whate'er ſhe wills from thee. 


« Aſk but in faith for what ye will,” 
The loving Saviour ſaid, | 
This word I pray thee, Lord, fulfil, 

And I'll be bleſt indeed. 


A heart renew'd's the greateſt ein 
I can receive below, 
And thou that from if it at the frſt 


Can'ſt make it new, I know. 


This thou haſt freely promiſed, 
1 know thou art ſincere; 
And for this gift I humbly plead, 
O thou that heareſt pray'r. 


--t 


Though oft I find my grov'ling ſoul 
Engroſs'd by earthly toys ; 
Content with theſe, I never feel ; 
I muſt have ſolid joys. 


PsaL. Ixii. 8. : 
Truſt in bim at all times. 


8 in a 1 vernal day, 

The clouds again return, 
do is my ſoul again o' erwhelm'd, 

And left my caſe to mourn. 


But why, my foul, art thou caſt down 8.75 
Or why diſtracted thus? | 

Vato thy ſtrong hold turn again, 
For there thy ſafety is. 


Truſt thou in God, and reſt aſſurd 
Thou ſhalt his glory ſee; 

In all thy troubles on him call, 
He will deliver thee. 


Why ſhould ſurmiſes break thy peace? 
Why thus give up thy ſhield ? 
Since all-prevailing pray'r can claim 


The vict'ry on the field. 


'Tis for the trial of thy faith; 
Then reſt in patient hope; 

When God has his deſign kulflbd, 
He'll make the tempter ſtop. 


Ah ! why ſhould trifles of a day 
Corrode thy anxious mind ? 


Awake, my ſoul, to right'oufneſs, 
Let not thy fear thee blind. 


Shall Satan calmly thee deceive, 

With tooliſh empty toys? 
Aſham'd return, in Chriit. believe, 
For more ſubſtantial joys. 


313 


252) 
In Jeſus? name thou may'ſt defy 
| _ The joint aſſaults of hell; 


Be ſtrong in faith, unto him cry,. 
He'll all its hoſts repel. 


PSAL. cxix. JI. 


Tt is good for me hat 1 8 afflited. 


"ES, ſurely i it is good for me 
1 hams afflicted been, 
For by it, Lord, thou'ſt hedg'd me in, 
And ſav'd me oft from ſin. | 


Though diſappointments oft I meet,. 

And oft my will is croſs'd, 
And oft my very ſoul is pain'd; 

With anxious cares. engroſs'd ; 


Yet when the Lord is-pleas'd to ſmile 
| Upon my ſoul again, 

I fee tis mine infirmity, 
And ſtraight the figh reſtrain, 


In thee, O Lord, I know, I feel, 
Sweet genuine peace is found; 
When upon thee my heart is fix d, 
How do my joys abound ! | 


Yea, ev'n in mine infirmity 
I gladly then can joy, 

When by thy ſtaff thou me Lupport'l; 
Nothing can me annoy, | 


C 227 
But when I'm left alone to grope, 
Deſerted- and forlorn, 


My feeble ſoul cannot endure, - 
But ſinks, by fin o'erborne. 


For then theſe ſavage beaſts of prey 
Awake, .and ſtalk abroad, 

Legion their name, I feel it ſuch, 
Deſerted of my God. 


In ev'ry trial, Lord, uphold 
This feeble ſoul of mine ; | 
My ſuff*rings to thy will I'd leave: 
O ſave my ſoul from fig. 


O keep me in affliction's hour 
Leave me not all alone; 

O give me patience, Lord, to bear, 
And ſay, OM will be done.” wy 
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Ps AL. lvii. 7. 
T will ing, and give praiſe. 


Ws, my ſoul, and fing 

Of Jeſus, and his grace 
O Lord, vouchſafe the ſong; 
O 05 my heart to praiſe 


Sure l have cauſe to praiſe, I 
Beyond the common lot ; 
Let not his ſov'reign grace. 

Be e'er by me forgot. 


O praiſe the Father's love, 
That gave his Son to death; 
And praiſe the Son that died, 

To fave his ſaints from wrath, 


The Holy Spirit praiſe, II 

I hat came to comfort me; 5 

O praiſe, and never ceaſe, . Bi 

The ſacred One and Three. | 

His mercy alſo praiſe, | D; 

So ſov'reign and ſo free, 

Sure this is wond'rous grace, | Y. 

- That ev'n extends to me. | 

When in myſelf undone, | | He 
Without both pow'r and will, | 


Nor ſkill had I to chuſe . 0 
The good, or ſhun the ill. 1 


Yet even then he deign'd 
To me a look of love ; 
Oh ! all the earth him praiſe, | O 
And all the hoſts above. 


C ss ) : 


0 praiſe the Lord with me, 4 1 
Ve ranſom'd by his pow'e * | BY 
O may we all —_ Ho tl 
T'extol him ev'ry hour! ! | = 
HEB. 1 SE „ 


Let us, therefore, come boldly to the aw of 
grace, that we may obtain mercy, and find 
grace to help us in time of ned. 


ORD, may my ſoul to thee draw near, 
Ev'n after all that I have done? 

And will thy grace to me appear ? 

Wilt thou revive my ſoul anon? 


Thy Kind command I would obey, 

By faith beſiege thy gracious throne, 
But folly draws my ſoul away, 

And chains me down to earth again. 


Day after day thus paſſes on, 
And precious time makes no delay ; 
Year after year is quickly gone, 
Rolls round, and filent ſteals away. 


Help me, O Lord, in humble caſe, 
1 raiſe my voice, and call, on thee; 
O hear, and from thine holy place, 4 
Haſte to give help and ſtrength to me. 1 


The throne of grace is ever free, 
'Tis open always for acceſs; 
O Lord, thy Spirit give to me, 
And then with confidence me e bleſs, . 
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| No other pray'r can yield its fruit, 
But what thy Sp'rit indited hath ;* 


Thy Spirit muſt preſent my ſuit, 
Ev'n through thy all-atoning death, 


Then ſend thy Holy Spirit, lo, 
According to'thy gracious word; 

Ch ! do theſe precious gifts beſtow, | 
Which thou haſt purchaſed, O Lord. 


O Lord, in ev'ry time of need, 
Vouchſafe to me all ful grace; 6 
May I be by thy Spirit led 
In ev'ry dark and trying caſe. 


— 


Is A. Iv. 2. 


IWherefore do you ſpend money for that which i 
not bread, and your labour 2 that which ſa- 
tisfieth not ? 


HY i is it ſo? with ſhame I alk, 
I ſtill myſelf deceive, 
For nothing ſtill my time I waſte, 
Though haſt'ning to the grave. 
Theſe mortal ſeeds lodg'd in my frame, 
Wich muſt deſtroy at length, | 


Give ſolemn warning to prepare, 
As they increaſe in ſtrength. = 


Though nought below gives ſolid peace 
To this immortal mind, | 
And though each paſſing vanity 

Is SO than the wang ; ; 


C:'299 
Yet ſo depraved is my taſte, 
] neſtle here beneath, 
And eager graſp the empty air 
With ev'ry fleeting breath. 
0 give the ear, Lord, to attend 
To thy moſt facred word ; 
May I my ways conſider well, 
To counſels wiſe accord. 


Then would my ſoul be ſatisfy'd 
With fineſt of the wheat, 

Nor would I more the huſks deſire, 
Defign'd for ſwine to eat. 


Then I thy reſurre&ion's pow'r 
Would ſweetly feel and know, 


RN 


For then my ſoul to thee would live, 


And would thy mercy ſhow. 


Open my heart, O Lord, I pray, 
Thy counſel to receive; 

O help me, Lord, to look to thee 
In ev'ry ſtrait, and live. 
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| Pear. Ixii. 1. O 
4285 my ſoul waiteth upon God, fron bi Cometh ö Th 
my Jaluation. | 
ES, Lord, my ſoul doth on thee wait 
From thee is all my hope, 
For ev'ry urgent want I feel! 
To thee I will look up. ä 
1 jou, 


Vain do I find jt is to truſt 
In ought beneath the ſus, 
For when | moſt need their relief, 
| They all are fled and gone, 
But God alone is my defence, 
He is my rock and ſtay y, 
In him Pll place my oedema: . 
Nor will he let me ſtray, 


Tis true, I ſtray continually, 
And ramble from the fold; 


Vet ſtill he ſeeks the wand'ring ſheep, | Fr 
Nor will he quit his hold. 0 con 

O Lord, in thee T'll ever truſt, | : Ex 
And 1 will praiſe thee ſtill, | * 
Who hear'ſt my feeble pray'r, and ſend'ſt ” 
Help from thy holy hall. Surel. 

: Again, O Lord, I felt thy pow'r; 5 os 1 
| Support thy feeble child ; 8 bay 
And even far beyond my thought, 0 
Thou mad'ſt the proud to yield. O ble 

And now. O Lord, fulfil my joy; | . Let 
Ev'n ſhed in me abroad | * , 


Thy pureit love, and make my heart 
A temple fit for God. 


eee 
0 may T to thy glory live ! 
O ſend thy Spirit down!  _ 
0 quicken, Lord, this lifeleſs fout ! 
Thy pow'r in me make known. 


— 2 


Ps AlL. xxxiv. 4. 


1 ſought the Lord, and he heard me, and deli vered 


me from all my fears, 


And thou did'ſt hear, O Lord, 
Therefore in all my future fears, 
I reft upon thy word. 


The Lord upheld my feeble ſoul, 
And huſh'd my unbelief; 

And on his word my heart was ſtay'd, 
From all unlawful grief. 


0 come, and let us praiſe the Lord, 
Exalt his name with me ; 

Let us together laud his name, 
For great his mercies be. 


Surely the angel of the Lord 
Is round about me ſtill, | 

Of me, O Lord, give him a charge, 
So keep me ſafe he will. 


O bleſs me with a grateful heart! 
Let praiſe my time employ ; 
For in the Lord I'll make my boaſt, 
And in him I will joy. EN 
Ds 02 


ES, in my troubles thee I ſought, 
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For ſurely ftill the Lord will fave, 
Nor will his mercy fail; 


And though my troubles ſhould abound, | 
Deſpair ſhall not prevail. 


Becauſe my ſoul himſelf hath taught 
To reſt upon his word, 

And while I live, I'll try to truſt. 
And lean upon the Lord. 


ial now, O Lord, what wait [ for ? 

But that thy pow'r may be | 
Made on my feeble ſoul to reſt, 
And men thy 2 ſee. 


Johx xiv. 6. 


Yeſus faith unto him, I am the way, the truth, 
and the life: No man cometh unto the Father, 
but by me. 


ES, Lord, thou art the living way, 
In which our ſouls muſt come to God : 
But poor blind man will grope in vain, 
And never find the ſacred road. 


0 Lord, conduct my wand' ring ſoul 
Into this new and living way, 

For till the Father give me pow'r, 
My ſoul will ever err and ſtray. 


In Jeſus? all-prevailing name, 

TI aſk, nor Jet me aſk in vain, 

Father, to know thine only Son, 
Reſtore my languid ſoul again. 


1 N . 
0 may thy Holy Spirit guide! | 
O may he teach me all thy will! 
This is thy dying promiſe, Lord, 
I pray thee, now thy word fulfil. 
0 plant in me an humble mind! 
Take up in me thy laſting home; 
Subdue the tyrant in my breaſt, 
And in me may thy kingdom come. 
Yes, may thy kingdom come, I pray, = | | 
Thou know'ſt for this I on thee wait; 1 
Thou know'ſt for this my ſpirit pants, | 
For this I'll ever ſupplicate. P 
0-anſwer, Lord, this one requeſt, | | 
May all thy mind within me dwell ; 
In proſp'rous ſtate PN praiſe thy name, 
And when thou frown'ft, Ill ſay, Tis well. 
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Jonx xi. 25. 


Jeſus faith unto her, He that believeth on me, Inc 
ge he were dead, yet ſhall he hive. 


Senn thy Spirit from above, | 
Which quickens ſouls, though dead in kin: 
O give me, Lord, that look of love 
An holy flame kindle within. 


Myſelf J feel both cold and dead, 
Thy holy day I've ſpent in vain ; 

O grant me, Lord, the grace I need! 
Do thou revive my ſoul again. 


O may the heav'nly Dove deſcend ! 
O may he ſtill with me remain! 
May T his motions all attend; 
May he revive my ſoul again. 


O ſhine upon thy ſacred word! 
Remove the vail that hangs between; 
O may thy pow'r appear, O Lord. 

Do thou revive my ſoul again. 


Let not my famiſh'd ſpirit ſtarve ; 
O feed me in theſe paſtures green : 
Though nought my ſervice can thee ſerve, 
Yet O revive my ſoul again! 


O may I feel the pow'r of faith, 
That can remove this mountain, fin ; 
It turns away Jehovah's wrath, 


And calls the dead to life again. Fes 

That ſaith that ſweetly works by love, That | 
Aud makes the fouleſt ſinner clean, He 

| That ſtill new ſuccours from above Then 


Derives, and triumphs over ſin. Wh 


1 163 ) 


To faith the promiſe does belong, | 
And ſhall, while heaven doth remain ; 

Through faith I'll raiſe the joyful ſong : 
Increaſe my faith, Lord, and maintains 


PsAl.. xlili. 5. 
Why art thon 2 down, O my ſoul ? Ge. 


H! why « art thou caſt wot” my ſoul ? 
What cauſe haſt thou to grieve ? 

The counſels of the Lord ſhall ſtand ; 
Fear not, Oh! ſtill believe. 


Who fear his name may reſt in i 
They ſhall be ſatisfy'd, 

for thay ſhall want no real good, 

That do in him confide. | 


May ev'ry anxious thought be huſh'd, 
The Lord will yet appear ; 

Leave ſtill to him the way and time, 

Nor yield to needleſs care. 


b: ſtrong in faith, and glory give, 

The promiſe yet remains ; 

Hall vain conjectures break thy peace, 
While great Jehovah reigns ? 


With him alone thou haſt to do; 
Then caſt thy fears aſide, 
follow thou always as he leads, 
Fear not to truſt thy guide. 


That ſtorms impending were to fall, 
He tim'ouſly did ſhow, 

Then why art loin ſo ſoon ſurpris'd ? 
15 ſink ſo ſadly low? 


(164) 

From creatures turn away thine eyes, 
The promiſe keep in view, 

It never yet was known to fail, 
Then why ſuſpect it now? 

Oh! no, it cannot, cannot fail, 
Thy Spirit ſent it home; 

Thou ſurely for thy ſervant ſpok'ſt, 
For many days to come. 


Each mountain in the way ſhall wind; 
ehovah's arm 1s ſtrong ; 


My faith he'll never diſappoint, 
My hope he'll never wrong. 


Though Providence appear to claſh, 
And make the promiſe vain, 

It cannot be, therefore I will 
My confidence maintain, . 

Though he ſhould ſlay me, I'll believe 
That Jeſus died for me ; 

- And in the land of thoſe that live, 
I ſhall his glory ſee. 


( | 5 a] 


IVe wait for light, but bebold obſcurity ; for i 
OT but we walk in darkneſs. 
ONG have I waited for thee, Lord, "| 
And hop'd the day to ſee, 
When thy myſterious ways conceal'd | "Mm 
Should all unravell'd be. 1 a 
But yet the darkneſs ſtill remains, | ' , 
And I'm immers'd in night; | 4 
0 cauſe theſe ſhadows flee away, b 
That thus obſcure my light. | þ 


0 leave me not in error's path, 
Nor let me truſt a lie; 

May fancy never paſs for faith, 
Leſt in thy wrath I die: 


Through hope defert'd, the heart is fick, 
My ſoul is oft o'ercome ; 

0 may I not deluded be ! 
Do thou remove the gloom. 


Yes, ſurely J may hope in God, 
His word I may believe, 

Which ſaith, © Whate'er you aſk in faith, 
You doubtleſs ſhall receive.” 
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| Jos, xxii. 21. 


Acquaint now thyſelf with him, and be at peace, 
| thereby good ſhall come unto thee. 


O know the Lord, tin him near, 
Is all my wiſh, —my heart's defire ; ; 
O Lord, reveal thyſelf to me, 7 5 
And nothing more will I require. 


For did I know the Lord aright, _ 
How good and kind, ny great nd wiſe, 
I would him love with all my heart, 
And ev'ry trifle vain deſpiſe. 


Did I revere thy juſtice, Lord, 
Durſt I thus wilfully offend 2 

Or could I truſt thy faithful word, 
I would not thus with thee contend. 


My ſoul would ſweetly reſt in peace, 

| A Nar'd thou would'ſt do all things well ; 
No painful doubts would find acceſs, 

Nor would this ſtubborn will-rebel. 


Good thus to me would ſurely come; 

For which my grateful heart would praiſe ; 
Thy glory would be all wy aim, 

While loud the artleſs ſong I raiſe. 


Father, reveal thyſelf to me, 
O draw me to thine only Son ! 
O Jeſus ! come, within me dwell, 


And by thy Spirit make us one. 


A bold requeſt, I grant, yet I 
From precious promiſe it will plead ; 
O Lord, I pray thee, quickly come, 
And I ſhall then be bleſs'd indeed. 


| ( 167) 
Yes, bleſs'd indeed I then ſhall be, | 
When thou erect'ſt in me thy throne, pl 

Then all my pow'rs ſhall. yield to thee, 6 
And cealcleſs * Thy will be done," ti 


Exzxxk. chap. xiv. 


ES, Lord, I own it to my ſhame, Ro. 
That idols occupy my heart, "0 

[ cannot glorify thy name, 

But daily from thy laws depart. 


come to thee, and aſk thy grace, - | 
And often to thy houſe repair; 8 
But when I hope to ſee thy face, - 
The artful tempter meets me there. 


[ then forſake the fountain-head, 
And after airy phantoms hafte ; þ 
Unmindful of his love that bled, 
I cheriſh idols in my breaſt. 


Eſtranged from the living God, 
My ſoul in folly's paths doth tread ; 
O'ercome with fin's oppreſſive. load, 
1 cannot lift my drooping head, = 


O! anſwer me in my diſtreſe, „ 
And ſend ſalvation to my ſoul; ' * | 

Thou only can'ſt my eares redreſs, 

Thou only, Lord, can'ſt make me whole. 


O do thou caſt each Dagon down! 
Releaſe me from my boſom- ſin; 

Burſt every bar, aſſert thine own, 
Then in my heart as ** reign. 
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Yes, reign without a rival, Lord, 
Conſtrain this ſtubborn will to have; : 


From ſtumbling-blocks relief afford, 
Unfold thy glory to my view. 6 


Did I but know a Saviour's love! 
O ſhed abroad this love in me! 

My ſtedfaſt heart no more would rove, 
But find a ſource of joy in thee. 


; „ 25 Gs £3 . 
8 * „ L 


EsSTHER, ix. 1 2. 


What ic thy requeſt further ? and it all be dom. 


ORD, dof he give me ie leave to hs 
And ſay'ſt I ſhall receive? 

Ihen never let my ſubtile foes 

My ſoul again deceive. 


The Jews, though they had thouſands ſlain, 
And put their foes to flight, 
Yet ſtill they were not ſatisfied, 
They ſtill maintain'd the fight, | 


Thus may my ſoul, with holy zeal, 
My enemies purſue. . 

Oh ! let me never quit the field, 

Till them I] quite ſubdue, 


But for this work I have no pow'r 

My ſtrength's i in thee alone; 

O Lord, theſe hoſts do thou deſtroy, 
To thee l make my moan. 


1 Lord, with fervent pray'r I aſk, 


May I not aſk in Wi 


CF 
That in my breaſt each murm'ring gh, - 
Thy pow'r may till reſtrain, 


0 with thy Spirit, Lord, me guide, 
According to thy word, 

Do thou my erring ſteps direct; 
[ truſt on thee, O Lord. 


; 


That thou would'ſt make me pure within, 


Is my fincere requeſt ; 
0 may the fire of love divine 
Still glow within my breaſt, 


Unto my ſteps direction grant, 
In this perplexing caſe ; 

[ thee acknowledge in my way, 
Oh! guide my ſoul to peace. 


My want of wiſdom, Lord, I own, 
And humbly for it pray; | 
0 give according to thy word, 
Nor turn my ſoul away. 


( x70 ) 


Maxx, xiv. 36. SE 
And be ſaid, Abba, Father, all things, are " An 
with thee, take away this cup from me : never. | joy 


 theleſs, not what I will, but what thou wilt, 3 


ORD, did'ſt thou from this bitter cup, 
In human nature ſhrink ? | 
Then let both joy and ſorrow riſe, 
Let not my ſpirits fink. 


While by the piercing eye of faith, 

Theſe crimſon-drops I fee, 

And while I hear that plaintive voice, 
O may I ſhare with thee ! 


Twas mine own fins that griev'd my God, 
And call'd his vengeance down; 
Theſe pierc'd the ſoul, and ſhed the blood 


Sx 


Of God's eternal Son. | That 7 
But while this mournful ſcene of woe Del 
Calls forth repenting tears, May 1 
Another ſubje& ſtrikes my view, 1 10 
That diſſipates my fears. | 0 thrg 
The Lord knows what temptations mean, And 
Tne fleſh abhorr'd the croſs ; From 1 
Then pity, Lord, this ſoul of mine, Into 
For thine o'erwhelmed was. Thy pe 
Thou could'ſ in deep ſubmiſſion ſay, My 
Father, thy will be done;“ rom 
But *gainſt his will I do rebel, Poſſe 
And wiſh to have my own. May I 


( »7t 


0 thou to whom all pow'r belongs 8 
Aſſiſt and ſuccour me 

Thou know'ſt I gladly would reſign, 
And yield my whole to thee. 

joy to think thou know'ſt my caſe, 
And truſt thou wilt relieve ; 

Thou know'ſt it does my ſoul diſtreſs, 
| ſhould thy Spirit grieve. 


| Hacoar, ii, 19. 


From this day T will Meſs you. 


O let it be, O Lord, I pray, 
From this day I'll thee prove, 
That mercy is thy pleaſure ſtill, 
Delighting to forgive. 
May I from this day forth begin 


To live to thee anew ; 
O throughly waſh this ſoul of mine, 


And all my fin ſubdue. 


From this day, Lord, transform thou me, 
Into the life divine ; 5 

Thy pow'r, O Lord, can even mould 
My ſtubborn will to thine. 


From this day, Lord, be pleas'd to take 
Poſſeſſion of my heart ; ; 
May I from henceforth live to thee, 


Nor from thy laws depart. 
FT 2 


( 2 ) 


From this day ma thy lory be 
My only wiſh — Ay 3 5 gd" 
O make thy laws my ſoul's delight! u! gi 
Make me to know thy name, * 
Oh! may thy Spirit, from this day, Irin th 
Take up his reſt in me | Pb 
O let no more my treach'rous ſoul ; May I 
By ſin depart from thee ! * 
Thou ſeeſt, O Lord, how, ſunk i in floth, KEI 
Unable I'm to pray; Wit! 
O may thy animating pow'r ln equ 
Revive my ſoul this day To d 
'Gait 
5 hen 
PSAL. xxxvii. 5. 5 Thot 


Commit thy tay unto the Lord : truſt alſo in lin, 
and he fhall bring it to paſs. 


HOU know'ſt "ts my ſincere deſire, 
Lord, to commit my way to thee, 
No other guide do I require; 
Da thou from danger ſet me free. 


If I. like Abraham, be call'd 
To wander fromm my native place, 
To me be Abrab'n's Cod reveal'd, 
Bleſs me with his peculiar grace. 


In this dark, O perplexing time, , 
Shine on my path, direct my way; 
To thee each wiſh I would refign ; 
Thy will O teach me to obey, 


(m3) 


Averſe the grievous croſs to prove; 
Oh! give me, Lord, that faith I lack, 
And all my groundleſs fears remove. 


If in thy favour life does lie, 
And thou be preſent ev'ry where, 
May I not then the world defy, 

And truſt to thee my ev'ry care? 


hou who did'ſt Abraham endow 
With pow'r to yield his only ſon, 
u equal pow'r on me beſtow, 

To do what he before hath dens. 


Er'n by the ſteady pow'r of faith, 
'Gainſt hope, on thee alone to reſt ; 
hen walking in true wiſdom's nr 


But, ah! the fainting fleſh ſhrinks back, 


Thou ſure wilt grant my ſoul's 9 


% 

* 
1* 
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Then 

. Jel 

Exop. xiv. 15. Thou 

And the Lord ſaid unto Moſes, Wherefore crit Go fe 
thou unto me 2 ſpeak unto the children of Iſrael, V 
that they go forward. Sal 
Thou 

HY is my fainting ſoul aft aid 5 | Th 

To ſee the waters ſwell? _ The ſ 

The Lord, who ev'ry creature made, An 
Can ſoon their rage repel. Yea, 
The lofty hills on ev'ry fide . | Ev 
Roſe tow'ring to the iky, | Who 
Before the Red Sea's wide expanſe, | An 
Met the diſtracted eye. 5 Ves, 
Behind, i in awful warlike pomp, ; Ar 
March'd Pharaoh's mighty hoſts ; for 3 
Yet Iſra'l's Captain ſtands unmov'd, | He 
And thus his men accoſts: _ Lord, 

& Fear not, ye ranſom'd of the Lord, | Ar 
| Theſe dangers all ſurvey ; zelto 
Stand ſtill, and ſee God's mighty pow'r Th 


Diſplay'd for you this day. 


Theſe warlike troops, that crowd the plain, 
Shall vanith from your view; 


Nor ſhall one man his weapon draw, 
The Lord will fight for you.” 


He ſpoke, and wav'd the ſacred rod, 
Then cleft the water Was, 

The mighty flood forſook its bed, 
To let the I paſs.. 


( 55 9 


Then why, my ſoul, art thou diſmay'd ? ? 
Jeſhurun's God is thine, _ 

Though tow'ring mountains rear their head, 
They ſhall become a plain. 


Go forward, then, at his command, 
And fix on him thine eye ; 

Be ſlrong in faith, no anger mind, 
Salvation ſhall be ni igh. 


Thoug h earth and hell in league combin'd 
Thy feeble ſtrength aſſail, 

The ſhield of faith can ward them off, 
And over them prevail. 


Yea, in his name will I go forth, 
Ev'n leaning on his arm, 

Who to this hour hath me Peer 
And ſav'd my ſoul from harm. 


Yes, ſtill my ſoul ſhall 2 the Lord, 
And of his goodneſs tell ; 

For yet his pow'r ſhall on me reſt, 
He will do all things well. 


Lord, faith is thy moſt precious gift, 
And faith can all things do; 
zeſtow on me this precious grace, 


Then hoſts I can break through. 
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Ex0D. xxxiii. 15. 


And be ſaid, My preſence ball go with thee, In 
and 4 wall give thee refb. - | 
Mar thy preſence with me go, ED 13 
Or hence I will not move : | 
Make me thy name and nature know, For | 
And perfe& me in love, I 
| Vnleſs thy preſence with me go, | * 
I cannot happy be; 15 
But if thou giv'ſt deſired reſt, * 
I'll render praiſe to thee. 80 
If but thy preſence with me go, E 
SBubmiſſive to thy will, It . 
Though mountains riſe up with the Lord, Ti 
J will be happy ſtill. 
If on my ſoul thy Spirit reſt, 
Theſe waters would affwage; 8 
My priſon'd ſoul would then be free, 
| Thy praiſe my tongue engage. 
With theſe thy Holy Spirit reſts, 
They liberty enjoy, 


The trifling cares of time and ſenſe 
Cannot their peace annoy. 


O may thy preſence with me go, 
Again I thee entreat, 


And in the path of wiſdom, Lord, 
Direct my wand'ring feet. 


Give over me thine angels charge, 
Me 1n their arms to bear ; 

My feeble foul ſafe may they keep 
With kind and friendly care, 
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Prov. iii. 6, 


In all thy ways acknowledge him, and he will 
| direct th y paths, 


Js promiſe, Lord, I pray perform, 
For ſurely it belongs to me, 

For by thy ſtrength, and that alone, | 1 
do commend my way to thee. | | 


Thou know'ſt *tis duty, not deſire, 

That calls me from my native place; 
This ſacrifice if thou requir'ſt, 

Supply me with thy promis'd grace. 


As is my day, may I have ſtrength, 
For this thou know'ſt on thee J wait, 
If thou but ſhow thy ſmiling face, 
Thy goodneſs.great I will relate. 


Though gloomy thoughts pervade my mind, 
And diſpenſations dark appear, b | 
Yet would I even now rejoice, | 75 
For ſure I have no cauſe to fear. 


O help me, Lord, I humbly pray, 
To caſt on thee my ev'ry care; 
If I to thee my way commit, 
I may with patic*-e all things bear. 


Thy promiſe binds thee to perform 
All things for them that hope in thee ; 
My firength is only in thine arm, 
| 1 truſt thou wilt deliver me. 


To thee, O Lord, alone I look, 
May I in trouble ſaved be; 

On thee, O Lord, alone 1 call, 
Be not far off from helping me 
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Though tribulations be my lot, 
While here a ſtranger I remain, 


My troubles all will be forgot, 
When to my reſt I ſhall attain. 


Jon, v. 19. 


He Sali deliver thee in fix troubles : yea, in ſeven 
there ſhall no evil touch thee, 


AIs, Lord, thou know'ſt, is al my hope, 
On this I reſt alone, i 

| Surely thou wilt not give me up, 

Ev'n in the hour unknown, 


In ev'ry pail perplexing ſcene, | 
Thy pow'r did me uphold; 

Help me, Lord, freely to reſign, 
Make thou the timid bold. 


SINCE theſe few as employ'd my pen, 
This promiſe hath fulfilled been ; 
How condeſcending 3s the Lord ! 
What of his goodneſs have I ſeen ! 


How was my ſoul with wonder fill'd ! 
How was my heart enlarg'd to praiſe ! 
When thy indulgence I beheld, 
And mark'd thy kind myſterious Ways, 


790 


How was my ſtubborn will conſtrain'd 
To thy Almighty ſway ! 

I purpos'd then ne'er to repine, 
But truſt thee with my bathials'{e way. 


For as the rifing fun diſpels. i 


The Ibm, of the darkeſt night, 
When on my * thou'rt pleas'd to ſhine, 


My darkneſs then thou turn'ſt to light. | 
What ſhall I render to the Lord ? 1 
I faid, when in my pleaſant frame; ; : | 
Pl of ſalvation take the cup, — 
And call on his Almighty name. „ IF 
Nor 1s the favour yet forgot, | iq 


Though 'tis ſo ill improv'd by me; 
Lord, ſince thy mercy changeth not, 
PI ever wait and hope in thee, | 1 


(a 


HABAKKUK, iii. 17. 18. bo ſ 
Although the fig-tree Hall not Blofſom, neithey 3 
all fruit be in the vines, the labour of the olive Put, 2 

Shall. fail, and the fields ſhall yield no meat, the My 
flock ' ſhall be cut off from 14 fold, and dais Althou 

Jhall be no berds in the fall: Yet I will rejoice And 
in the Lord, I will joy in the God of my 288 When 


| tion. | Im 
| h 
; HY is my ſoul ſo oft caſt down? | Or o 
| Though danger does appear, onfirr 
ö My itrength is in the Lord alone On v 
| Why thus give place to fear ? bat n 
| When full the promiſe ſtands in view, Sal 
a And I can call it mine, | | hen t. 
. Though weak as water in myſelf, | In hi 
No danger I decline. ho f: 
| Il with the prophet then can vie, e lt th 
Nor fear to boaſt in vain, . ) magr 
But firmly reſt on that ſame rock, By r 

And uſe his lofty ſtrain, ie mi 

What though the fig-tree ſhould not bloom, The 

Nor fruit the vine ſhould yield ? | Repel | 

What though the olive's labour fail, The) 

Nor herbage grace the field ? ud to 

What though the flocks were all cut off, Ther 


The folds were all deſtroy' d? 
Though ſweeping deſolation waſte, 
And leave an empty void? 


6181 ) 

Yet in the Lord I will rejoice, 

With joy [11 praiſe his name, 

Who ſaves the poor that in him truſt, | 
And do his promiſe claim, — | . 5 


But, ab ! in darkneſs oft immers'd, „„ 4 
My ſoul does pining lie, 8 . ' 
| 


Uthough the promiſe ſtill remains, 
And thou art ever nigh. 


Ven troublous waves roll o'er my ſoul, 1 
m apt to loſe my ſhield ;— | | "MY 
y ſhield that's needful in the dark, | = 
Or on the warlike field. | | | | | 


onfirm this promiſe, Lord, to me, 19 
On which I once could ſtay, te 
at none who truſt in thy great name 1 
Shall e'er be in diſmay. Wo 
hen turn unto thy reſt, my ſoul, N | 
In him thy ſafety ſee, 1 
Tho ſaid, Whate'er thou aſk in faith, = 
It ſhall be done for thee.” . 

) magnify the Lord's great name, Cl 
By reſting on his word ; | : 1 
ie mighty weapon try to wield, 10 
The Sp'rit's two- edged ſword ; | | ih 


kepel all Satan's fiery darts; 
They cannot pierce thy ſhield, 
nd to aſſiſt, thy Captain's near, 
Then why ſo baſely yield? 


LY 


( 82 ) 


Hes. iv. 9. - 


There remaineth therefore a reſt for the propl Nor 
dere : 8 becb Ws 


OW cheering is the thought, 
| | To ſouls inur'd to grief! 
How full with comfort fraught ! 


Then I'll expect relief. 


By fin and ſorrows preſt, 
My ſpirits often fok, | 

But grace ſhall yet reſiſt, 
And ſave from ruin's brink. 


Since there remains a reſt, 
O could I enter in! 
Then { were truly bleſt, 
Then would I ceafe from fin. 


O could I once poſſeſs 

The mind that was in thee ! 
In midſt of all diſtreſs 
I ſhould rely on thee. 


When round this globe I view, 
No joy can I deſcry, 
For nought but ſcenes of woe 
Meet the bewilder'd eye. 
The juſt Lord does appear 
I' avenge his broken law, 
But O may mercy ſpare, 
And back from ruin draw. 
O make us all, O Lord, 
Submit to thy decree'! 
O may we ſtand prepar'd 
For what's ordain'd to be ! 


W. 


( 83 ) 
0 help us, Lord, to fink 

Into thy perfe& wall, 
Nor e'er refuſe to drink 


The cup thy hand doth fill. 


Josn. xxiii. 14. 


Net one thing bath failed of all the good things 
which the Lord your God ſpake concerning you, 


URROUNDED with thy favours, Lord, 


O could I fear, and truſt thy word, 
And only live by faith alone. 


For favours paſt I'd praiſe thy name, 
For preſent favours I'd thee praiſe, 

But till thy pow'r my will reclaim, 
My languid voice ] cannot raiſe. 


Thy goodneſs hath the book unſeal'd, 
Thy goodneſs gave me eyes to ſee 

Into thy counſels unreveal'd, 
To know what yet remains for me. 


While fearful of my future peace, 
Suſpicious Caution ſays, Beware ;—- 
My ſtedfaſt ſoul exults in this, 
That God is truth, andever near. 


Yes, God is truth, I know it well, 
And he hath ſaid that all ſhall be 
According to their faith that dwell, 
In peace and love refign'd to thee. 


To one ſo undeſerving, Lord, 

Why thus ſo gracious and fo free? 
How can it be thou'lt ſtoop ſo low, 
To bleſs ſo baſe a wretch as me ? 
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I fain would give thee back thine own ; : | 


( 184 ) 


'Tis even thus becauſe thou ſaw'ſt 
Thy pining creature in diſtreſs, 

And, mov'd by pity, pav'd a way, 
And did again reſtore her peace. 


Sure from Apollyon's helliſh camp, | by f 
The fiery-barbed arrow came, J 
But Jeſus ſnatch'd it from my heart, of 


And quench'd it by his healing ſtream. 
The artful tempter little thought, 


The dreadful ſtir he meant to raiſe 5 
Should work for good in place of hurt, ] 
And iſſue in Jehovah's praiſe, | 9 His! 
But glory be to God alone, z D) 
That ſets the lawful captive free, | The 
That will his faithful word fulfil, 8 H 
And my deſires grant unto me. To! 
This, Lord, is not the way with * _ 
Io pardon ſuch as do rebel, Thoi 
Yet thou preſerv'dſt my ſoul from death, A 
And in thy houſe 1 hope to dwell: - * 
But much is yet to do for me, 5 1 A 
Ere I with joy thy face can ſee; He t 
Then perfect what thou haſt begun, A 
And fit me for approaching thee. He t 
O give direction ev'ry hour! 1 
Let from thy way no wand' rings be, How 
Difperſe, O Lord, each rifing gloom, 0 
For all my hope is fix*d on thee, - _ 
But 

3 

The 


< 5 


_ Hes. 27. 17. 


By faith Abrobis, when he was tried, offered up 
Iſaac : And he that bad received the promiſes | 


offered up his only-begotten Son. 


8 this the man who late deny'd, 


| 

By faithleſs timid fears impell'd, | 
His lawful wife, and baſely try'd N 1 
By guile his life from death to ſhield? 5 | . 


The promiſe long his ſoul had cheer'd, | |; 
Himſelf to bleſs, to curſe his foes ; — þ 

To him before thou had'ſt appear'd, 
Hence hope to bleſs his ſoul aroſe. 


Thou, Lord, had'ſt ſaid, that in his ſeed 
All tongues and people blef>'d ſhould be; 
„J. will thee bleſs, and make thee great, 
And nations great ſhall come off thee.“ 


He then the promiſe did receive, 1 5 
And inſtantly an altar rear'd ; : 1 
He bow'd before that gracious God, R 1 


That to his ſervant had appear'd. 


How fluQuatiog i is the mind 
Ot human nature's greateſt boaſt, 
The lighteſt croſs, when left alone, 

Makes him conclude all hope is loſt. | 
But when the Lord his pow'r e fy 
Each mountain then becomes a plain, U 
The weakeſt ſaint oer hell prevails, 

** can its hoſts the field regain. 
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This Abrah'm prov'd when call'd upon 01 

To ſacrifice his only Son; þ 

No faithleſs fears aſſault him then, 0 p 

Faith did the glorious vict'ry won. / 

Methinks I hear the harmleſs youth, The 
Aiſtoniſh'd, to his father ſay, | 1 

« Bzhold the fire, the knife, the wood, For 

But where's the ſacrifice, I pray?“ I 

How could a father's bleeding heart The 

An anſwer to the queſtion frame? 1 

Yet, ſtrong in faith, he ſtood ſecure, | To 

And ſoon reſoly'd him in his claim. D 

« My ſon, of that be not afraid, | The 
| Although no ſacrifice be ſeen; A 
For God a lamb can ſoon provide; “ But 

So on they went calm and ſerene. R 

But, ah ! how could thy trembling hand | Ah 

One ſtone upon another lay? F 

Or. how in order place the wood, No 

On purpoſe there thy ſon to ſlay ? 1 


But in the mount it ſhall be ſeen, 

The Lord will help in time of need; 
For as he ſaid, ſo it was done, 

The Lord did there a Lamb provide. 


Soon as he rais'd the awful knife, 
Ihe angel thus does him accoſt, 
“ Upon the lad lay not thy hand, 
Thy faith is genuine thou may'ſt boaſt. 


For now know thou feareſt God, 

Since thou haſt not thy ſon with-held ;” 
Behold how God is glorify'd 

By his almighty pow'r reveal'd ! 


| ; ( 189 ) 
0 Lord, thy pow'r is ſtill unchang'd, 
And when reveal'd can do the ſame ; 


0 perfect now thy ſtrength in me, 
And I will glorify thy name. 


Thou know'ſt thyſelf how much I need 
That ſacred unction from above, 

For ev'ry day my faith is try'd, | 
PI! fink unleſs thou ſhow thy love. 


Thou know'ſt this is temptation's hour; 
The pow'rs of darkneſs me aſſail; 

To me appear, thou God of pow'r! 
Nor let them over me prevail. 


They ev'ry day encompaſs me, 
And oft I by their fury fall, 

But O, according to thy word, 
Relieve me when on thee I call, 


Ah! why, O Lord, art thou ſo far 
From me, when troubles me ſurround, 
No foe I'd fear, if thou wert near, 


Thy pow'r could all their rage confound, 
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Jos, vii. 7. 


0 ener that my life is wind, mine eye ſhall 


fee no more good. 


HE pious ſage, with pain oppreſs'd, 
Betrays his unbelief, 

« Mine eyes ſhall no more good behold, 
I'll ſpend my days in grief.“ | 

My ſoul, in times of dark deſpair, 
Oft utters this complaint, an 

O'erwhelm'd with grief, the Spirit frets 
With baneful diſcontent, 


But why, my ſoul, ſhould'ſt thou * ? 
Thy murm'ring now forbear ; 

Let patience meek poſſeſs thy heart, 
Ah.! ſtop that rebel tear. 


Job in the days of darkneſs liy'd, 
The ſcriptures then unknown, 
The path he rightly could not trace, 

By which the flock had gone. 


But now behold a bearen path, 
A new and living way, 
The ſaints in ev'ry age have trod, 8 
That did their God obey. 
This path through tribulation lies, 
Is ſtrew'd with many a thorn, 
While crofles in ſucceſſion rife ;— 
To trouble man is born: 


But over all the Lord preſides ; 
And thoſe that truſt his pow'r 
He will reſerve, and them m_— 


In ev'ry trying hour. 


* 


( 189 )_. 


Take Job a pattern ; ſee how low 
This holy man was brought, 

Yet in his own appointed time, 
The Lord deliv*rance wrought. . 

Then why ſhould ever dark deſpair 
Prevail to throw thee down? 

Still hope in God, nor yield to fear, 
Though other props be gone. 
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Let fin alone thy tears draw forth, 170 
There is no other cauſe i ve 
That really does deſerve thy grief; | i? 
Oh! mourn God's broken laws. Fit 
Let each rebellious ſigh be Rl, 4:4 
In calm ſubmiſſion reſt ; ' 7 
0 link into his ſov'reign will, Fo | 10 
And fo be truly bleſt. 40 
0 Lord, the pow'r is thine alone, | 1 
To bid the tempeſt ſtay, ER 
Command a calm, and make the ſtorm 1 
Thy ſov'reign will obey. 1 
Then ſhall my ſpirit reſt in peace, 19 
Nor riſe againſt its God, | 774 


My time II ſpend, thy name to praiſe, 
And ſhow thy pow'r abroad. 


( 290 
Rev. xxi. 22. 
And I ſaw no temple therein. 


HY temple is the lov'd reſort 
Of all thy ſaints below, 


There, Lord, they meet, thy name to ea 


And there thy pow'r they know. 


There oft thou mak'ſt thy dew diſtil, 
And molify'ſt thy plants, 

There thirſty ſouls are oft refreſh'd, 
And leave their ſad complaints. 


But oft thy people are detain'd 5 


From meeting with thee there, 


; For Which in ſecret oft they mourn, 


They love thy houſe of pray'r, 


But in the new Jeruſalem 
No temple's to be ſeen, 
Becauſe Jehovah and the Lamb 
For ever there remain, 


There the inhabitants behold 
His face without a vail, 

They baſk in his reviving beams, 
Their pleaſures never fail. 


The ſtreets are free of all complaint; 
There no repining ſighs 

Will ever heave their anxious breaſts, 
Nor tears drop from their eyes. 


O Lord, prepare for me a place, 
This ſoul, O Lord, prepare 

To live and reign with thee above; 
O quickly take me there ! 


( x91 ) 


Dax. ni 4. 


But abou; O Daniel, Hut up the words, and ſeal 
the book even to the time of the end: many ſhall 
run to and fro, and knowledge fhall be increaſed. 


HY wiſdom, Lord, our ſouls adore, 71 
And magnify the ſame; | A, 
We, for thy — reveal'd, 
Would praiſe thy holy name. 
Thou know'ſt how all my ſoul is loſt, 
In wonder and amaze, 
To ſee thy glory ſo unv aill'd, 
Ev'n in theſe preſent days. 


But backward too ſhe caſts her eye, 


She ſees thy wiſdom ſhine, _ . il 
And thy rich mercy rife ſo high 1 
With glory all divine. | 
Thou, Daniel, hi ghly-favour'd ſaint, | | 4 
Waſt bleſs'd with glorious rays | f i 
Yet this dark book muſt lie conceal'd, | £2 
As loſt for many days. 1 
Nor was it needful thou ſhould'ſt ths . Fa 
Further inſtructed be; he 
But when the viſion is fulf'a, I, 4 
It ſhall be plain to thee. Mi 
1 


C 192 ) 


Rev. xiv. 1. 


And I hooked, and lo, a Lamb flood on the Mount 
Sion, and with him an hundred forty and four 
thouſand, | 12 


AlL, happy band of ranſom'd ſouls, 


Jehovah's ſpecial care; 
'T hete all an ads. = the tang unknown, 
And angels' glory ſhare. - 


But theſe are only Abrah'm's ſeed, 
Thus ſeal'd from ev'ry tribe; 
No Gentile voice can join chis ſon " 
Nor yet its joy deſcribe. 


But lo, a nameleſs group atlas; 
Which do in numbers ſwell, 

And on ſalvation's joyful theme, 
With pleaſure, too, they dwell. 


When ſhall that happy day appear, 
x When I ſhall join the choir ? 
| Here let thy praiſes ſwell my throat, 
- While thoſe now praiſe thee there. 


| For ſoon this little ſand will run, 
| 


And all life's ſtorms be o'er, 
This ſcorching ſun will foon go down, 
And riſe on me no more. 


O may the immaterial Sun 
- Ariſe, and on me ſhine, 
In this benighted wand'ring ſoul, 
3 his beams divine. 
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Yea, in theſe happy latter days, 
Thy houſe, Lord, ſhall eſtabliſh'd be; 
The wand' ring nations far and wide, 
Shall then, O Lord, return to thee. 


Th' alarm of war is heard no more, 
Rul'd by one King, they ſweetly join, 


Their ſwords to plough-ſhares they ſhall beat, A 


Their ſpears to hooks, the trees to prune. 


Lord, let each faint attempt be bleſs'd ; 
Thy people uſe to haſte the day, 

When all the wide extended globe 
Shall own his univerſal ſway. 


We bleſs thee for thy goodneſs, Lord, 
To thoſe embarked in thy cauſe ; 

Ah! do thy counſel ſtill afford, 
And crown their miſſion with applauſe, 


dav'd from the dangers of the ſea, 
May they to thee devote their all ; 
Thy word wich pow'r be pleas'd to arm, 
Let finners down before it fall 
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Rxy. xxi. 3. 
But the fearful and unbelieving, We 


ITH what an awful herd 
The fearful foul is elafs'd, 
Who durſt not truſt the Lord, 
Nor on his promiſe reſt. 
Both murderers and baſe. h Fear 
The Lord will overthrow, 
And ſorc'rers ſhall _ place 


In everlaſting woe. 7 5 
There liars, too, are deem d 2188 oY 
Io everlaſting pain, | 


Where no releaſe is found, 
While endleſs ages reign. 


But foremoſt in the lead, 
The unbeliever ſtands, 
As ſome gigantic head 
Leads on the furious bands. 


Thus unbelief's the ſource 
Of ev? ry other ill; 

Though ev'ry fin muſt pierce, 
*Tis this alone can kill. | 


Yet few the danger ſee, 
The monſter, unperceiv'd, 
Does ſouls by thouſands lay ; | ; 
Nor is the fa& believ'd. 


Some who the Lord have ſought, 

And guilt reveal'd with grief, 
Yet never ſpent a thought 

On baneful unbelief. 


"1 195 2 


0 make the miſchief ceaſe, 
Our danger cauſe us ſee ; 

Do thou our faith increaſe, 
That may we truſt in thee. 


7 


184. xli. 4260. | Bil 


Fear thou not, for I am with thee ; ; * not BY 
| 9 for 1 am thy God. 


0 be it to me ever, Lord, 
Thy preſence doth all things imply ; 
Then, Lord, according to thy word, 
Pl on thy preſence itill rely, 0 


If, in thy providential courſe, | | —_ 
I feel affliction's arrow keen, . Fi 
Afflict ions will abate their force, 2 | 
If thou preſerv'it the mind ſerene, 


Though fierce temptation I ſhould meet, 
And earth and hell 1n league combine, 

Thou, Lord, can'ſt all their rage defeat, 
Then ſave me, Lord, for I am thine, 


Though diſappointment ſhould enſue, _ 1 
My earthly hopes all blaſted be, ; 199 

Thy promiſe to my ſoul renew, 
Let me ſind ſolid peace in thee. 


Thou know'ſt my fearful timid heart; 
O by thy grace eſtabliſh me; 

Though mountains move, and hills depart, : 
Calm reſts the. ſoul that leans on thee. | * 


, 
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Psa L. Xliii. I. 


WHY art thou, 0 my ſoul, caſt down ? 
Why in me fo diſmay'd ? 


Or why in this perplexing bour, 


Art thou ſo much afraid ? 


What though the providence appears , 
The promiſe to o'erthrow, 

Though darkneſs now beclouds thy view, 
Yet why dejected fo ? 


Where's now thy firm and ſleady beide, 
That bore thee conqu'ring through 

The many ſnares that marr'd thy path, 
Which did thy fears ſubdue ? 2 


With creatures what haſt thou to do, 


Which wars inceſſant wage? 
Ariſe, and cleave to God anew, 


And baffle Satan's rage. 


Ariſe from ſlothful indolence, 
And call upon his name, 


Who in thy former troubles ſav'd, 


His praiſe aloud proclaim. 


Yes ; why, my ſoul, art thou caſt down ? 
Thy weakneſs gives ſurpriſe, _ 
No promiſe God hath made ſhall fail, 


Though he thy patience tries. 
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1 SAM; xili. 1. 
And be ſaid unto him, Fear not, for the hand of 


Saul my father ſhall not find thee, and thou — 
be king over Jrael. 


HO truſt in the God of all grace 

Shall ever find ſt rength for their day,. 
Enough for the preſent ſhort ſpace, 

To aid them along the right way. 


So Jonathan happy reſign'd, 
To Heaven's diſpoſals gave place, 
Could David, his rival and friend, 
With cordial affection embrace. 


Perſuaded of Heaven's decree, 

That David ſhould certainly reign, 
Content his promotion to ſee, 

He never was heard to complain. 


Though Saul had the meſſage receiv'd,. 
His Kingdom was given away, 

Let, mad with reſentment, he rav'd, 
To ſee all his ſplendor decay. 


O had he conſider'd the caſe, 
How fruitleſs the vain enterpriſe, 
He'd never have ſeen ſuch diſgrace, 
Nor dar'd to have braved the ſkies; . 


Theſe for our inſtruction are writ, 
That ſo we may wiſdom attain 

That calm in our lot we may fit, 

Nor dare agaiaſt Heaven complain. 
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And David ſaid i in his heart, I ſhall one day periſh My 
5 ON r 


HEN of a n faith poſſeſs'd, 
Our dangers diſappear, hs, 
But when beſet with unbelief, 
Our ſpirits fail with fear. 


Since long before, for Iſra'l's king, 
David anointed was, | 

How could he think what God had ſaid 
Would never come to paſs ? Sa 


He as by miracle moſt ſtrange, 
Had oft preſerved been, 

When he a lion fierce had fonght, 
And great Goliath ſlain, 


Yet not the word-of promiſe paſt, 
Hie ſhould o'er [fra'l reign, - 
And all his foes defeat at laſt, 
Could unbelief reſtrain. 


By faith in God, when young i in years, 
What wonders he perform'd; 


Of faith bereft, his ſhield is gone, 
Of ſtrength he's quite diſarm'd. 


Whoe'er denies the pow'r of faith, 
May here the contraſt ſee; 

Convince us, Lord, of unbelief, 
Then give us faith in thee. 


4 -W 


| CANT. v. 10. 


My beloved is white and ruddy, the chiefe/t among 
ten thouſand. 


UR ſouls would to Jeſus aſpire ;— 
Thyſelf to thy people make known, 
Be pleas'd to fulfil our deſire, 
And grant us a place with thine own. 


O give us the ſkill to ſet forth 
Thy wiſdom and excellent grace ! | if 
Unvail to us clearly thy worth, 1 
Inſpire with the ſpirit of praiſe. 


Thy goodneſs a little we know, 
Although *tis but darkly we ſee ; 

Thy mercy abundant does flow, 0 
That bears with ſuch ſinners as we. | | 


Thy faithfulneſs great hath appear'd, | 4 
Thy word hath been often fulfill'd ; _ 4 
Thy wonders of old we have heard, 5 
On thy mercy our hopes all we build. | 4 


But when of thy juſtice we ſpeak, 
The ſubject we cannot command; 

0 give us the wiſdom we ſeek, 
That of it in awe we may ſtand. 


O could we thy juſtice revere, 
How would it our conduct inſpire ! 
How cautiouſly then would we ſteer, 
As careful t' avoid thy dread ire ! 


Did we credit the perfe& diſdain 
With which thou doſt finners behold, 
Would we trifle with what's baſe and vain, 


And thus prove ſo daringly bold ? 
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Makk, vi. 50. 


{ For they all faw bim, and were troubled). 4 71 
immediately he talked with them, and ſaith unto c 
them, Be of good cheer ; it is J, be not afraid. 


HEN Jesus the people diſmiſs'd, 
And ſent his diſciples away, 

Inſtead of returning to reſt, 

He went to a mountain to pr ax. 

But ſeeing his friends greatly toil, 
 _ As toſs'd on a perilous ſea, 
His mercy ſurvey*d them a while, 

Reſolv'd their companion to be. 


But as on the waves he drew near, - 
Although it was for their relief, 

Their minds were diſtracted with fear, 
And quite overwhelmed with grief. 


Our caſe is too often the ſame, 
When Providence ſeems to oppoſe ; 
With fears we are quite overcome, 
When moſt we have cauſe to rejoice. 


For like the diſciples at ſea, 
So diſmal the ftorm does appear, 
Our ruin ſeems certain to be, 
When Jeſus himſelf does draw near. 


He gently does whiſper, © Tis I,” 
And cauſeth his voice to be known ; © 
Then quickly our ſorrows muſt fly, 
And peace is reſtor'd to his own. 


.( ax } 


1 Kines, x11. 28. 


iWhereupon the Ring took counſel, and made two 


calves of gold, and ſaid unto them, It is too 
much for you to go up to Jeruſalem ; behold thy 
gods, O Iſrael, 


OW deſp'rate's the caſe of the ſoul, 
Whom Satan has pow'r to deceive ? 
The ſage he degrades to a fool, | 
And makes him his fables believe. 


Ev'n SoPmon, the wiſeſt of men, 

That ever was heir to a crown, 

Yet of him the fiend made his pain, 
He brought him effectually down. 


Nor he that ſucceeded to reign 
Was wiſer the error to ſhun, 
Though taught by experience fo plain, 
Let he, too, was quickly undone. 


Though late he was rais'd to a throne 
By him who, almighty in pow'r, 

Can either raiſe up or caſt down, 
The child of a day or an hour. 


Let, thoughtleſs from whom he receiy'd, 
And anxious the prize to ſecure, 
A ſcheme he devis'd, which deceiv'd, 
And made his deſt ruction moſt ſure, 
'Twas idols which did overthrow 
A monarch more learned and wiſe, 
He wiſh'd all his wiſdom to ſhow, 
Yet idols alone could deviſe, 
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O had he conſider'd his caſe 
Before the foul deed he had _ 
Allow'd to religion its place, 


The kingdom had ſtill been his own. 


"Twas Heaven the favour beſtow'd 
'Twas Heaven alone could n - 

But when he ſuch maxims purſu'd, 
Twas Heaven requir'd it again. 


Our caſe is exactly the ſame, 
Forgetful from whom we receive, 
By meaſures unlawful and vain, 
We'd catch or retain what we have. 


O Lord, make us wiſe ere too late, 
O cauſe us our folly to ſee ! 

The way our belt ſchemes to promote, 
Is, Lord, ſtill to wait upon thee. 


But 


(203 ) 


Dax. xi. 13. 


But go thou thy way til] the end te; - this thou 
Halt reft, ans tand in thy lot « at the end of the 
days. 


1 highly-favour'd faint of God, 
Compoſe thy ſoul to reſt, _ 

For thou ſhalt ſoon ſtand in thy lot, 
Jehovah's friend confeſt. 


But what's thy lot, thou cherub, now ? 
Where's thy exalted place? 

For ſure ſome ſtation high thou fill'ſt, 
And ſceſt thy Saviour's face. 

When John in viſion ſaw again 
The book diſclos'd to view, 

In his right-hand who fill'd the throne, 
From which the lightning flew, 

He wept, becauſe no man was found 
Worthy the ſeals to looſe, 

The book to open, or pretend 

Its myſt'ry to diſcloſe. 


But ceaſe to grieve, thou pions ſon], 

Theſe tears are ſhed in vain, - 
For Judah's Lion ſhall prevail, 
The myſt'ries to explain. 


When, lo, the ſlaughter'd Lamb I forth, 
And ſciz'd the dark record, 
The ranſou d with full chorus join 


In ſongs to praiſe the Lord. 4 
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But angels here muſt ſilent ſtand, Yes, 
They cannot join this ſong ; | W. 
Redemption only to the ſons ner 
Of Adam does belong. | | An 
But hark, another ſong is ſung, . 0 Jef 
Where ſaints and angels jon: We 
&« Worthy's the Lamb that once was lain, Wher 
I To have all pow'r divine.” > F An 


Vas. worthy only is the Lamb, 
The honour to receive, 

Fod he his people did redeem, 

And from deſtruQion ſave. 


rin And | 
Tg: WI out 
1 | rob 

Rv. vi. 2. Ia, 


And T ſaw, and Ze bold, a white borſs, and be | 
that ſat on him had a bow ; and a crown was T2 
given to him, and' he went aer e 
and to r e Thy v 


HEN to the wilderneſs thy Church This | 
Is baniſh'd by her foes, 


Thy promiſe doth her ſpirit cheer, 
Her comforter ſhe knows. 


Though Satan may a while pooch 
Her into priſon caſt, = 

Though ten days' vict' ry he obtain, | 
_ © She ſhall overcome at laſt, | 


He who on that white horſe appears, 
In warlike pomp array'd, 

Shall take her part, and plead her pants; | 
And raiſe her * bead. | 
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Yes, Lond; the day approaches faſt, 
We joy the dawn to „ 

When Ethiop, too, ſhall own thy far, 
And ſtretch her hands to thee. 


0 Jeſus, let thy kingdom come, 
We hail the happy day, _ 
When ranſom'd ſouls ſhall own thy pow”r, 
And to thy. grace give way. 


Rev. vii. 14. 
And be faid unto me, 7 beſe are they which came 


robes, and made them clean in the blood of the 
Lamb. 


123 why, my ſoul, ſhould'ſt thou repine 
Though tribulation be thy lot? 
Thy way to God commit, reſign, 

By him thou can'ſt not be forgot. 


This is the path the ſaints have trod, 
The footſteps which the flock purſue, 
Thou ſhalt forget the painful rod, 
When glory opens to thy view. 


Theſe came through tribulation ſad, . 

And waſh'd their robes in Jeſus! blood ; 
Therefore in pureſt white array'd, 

They ſtand before the throne of God. 


If thou with him thy lot would'ſt have, 
Why wilt thou not the croſs ſuſtain? 
For many a tempeſt they did brave, 
They by the croſs the crown did gain, 
8 


out of great tribulation, and have waſhed their 
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Now quite releas'd from ev'ry pain, 5 
They ſerve the Lord with 8 new; 


No longer, on the ſultry plain, 
Shall thirſt and hunger them ſubdue, | 


The Lamb ſhall ſafely lead them on, 
And guide them to the living ſpring, - 

His voice ſhall filence ev*ry moan, 
His Spirit tune their hearts to fing. 


CORMPRMPERTRE 


Rev. xi. T% 


And there were great voice in heaven, aging, 
The kingdoms of this world are become tb. king- 


dom: of our Lord, and of his Cr: it. 


MEN, O Lord, ſo let! it be, 

For this thou know'ft koh people pray: 3 
We long thy glory, Lord, to ſee, 

The glory of the latter-day, 


Our ſouls anticipate the joys _ 
Which then ſhall all the earth Nene, 
When free from all diſtracting noiſe, 
And heav'n commences here below. 


When Babylon the great ſhall fall, 
Thy angels, Lord, ſhall praiſe thy name ; 
Let men and angels, gieat and ſmall, 
The joyful tidings, Lord, proclaim. 


The glorious day dawns from the eaſt, | 
We ſee it wirh exceeding joy, 
Theſe very pow'rs that rais d the beaſt, | 

With ſavage aud him . _ 


7 


Con 


| (ons 
Ev'n thoſe who arm'd her with their pow'r, 
Shall hate the whore, and from her turn, 


See with what rage they her devour, 
Nor ſpare with fire her fleſh to burn! 
Then ſhall the feed of Abraham 
Return, and joy to own the Lord; 
The vail ſhall then aſide be drawn, 
That now hangs o'er his ſacred word. 


. | ; ! bh 
Ex0D. 1. 10. 11 

. . 4. : . Ft 
Come on, let us deal wiſely with them, leſt they © MG 
n 1s = 
PHoven Joſeph's wiſdom once had ſav'd 1 
Egypt tiom overthrow; Mp 
Yet when another king aroſe, het 
That did not Joteph know, 44 
He did his kindneſs ill requite, 1 800 
His kindred ſore oppreſt, ba? 
With cruel bondage, day and night, | 17 
Their ſpirit could not reſt. 7 
Vet ſtill the Lord his people bleſs'd, | HY” hi 
And did them multiply;  _ _ Fo 
This gave alarm ; he therefore ſtrove ." BM 
Their children to deſtroy. { 


But vain it prov'd in ages all 
To ftrive againſt the Lord, 
For ſoon or late his foes muſt fall 
Beneath his love or ſword, 
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And ſo it prov'd, the more e b 
His people to annoy, | 

The more and more they ſtill increas'd, | 
And did their ſpite defy. | | 


But ſore their ſpirits were bow'd down | 
By hard opprefiors? ſkill, | 
W bale cruel maſters urg'd them on, 


Their taſks then to fulſfil. 8 That 
The Lord his people long beheld An 
Beneath th'oppreſſive yoke ; Moſes 
At iaft his wiſdom means devis'd, | An 
Waich their fad bondage broke. i Yet v 


The ferce, unthinking, cruel king, 
Was likewiſe made to know, 

God's mighty pow'r, when glorify'd, | Thi 
In his fad overthrow. They 


Exop. iv. 31. , 


E Moſes called from the fold, : 


His Spirit to him gave, 
That he might bring his people forth, 
And from their foes them ſave. 


Moſes and Aaron then went forth 
And commun'd with their chief, 

Yet with the wonder-working rod 
They hardly gain'd belief. 


But when the people underſtood 
The Lord had ſeen their thrall, 

They bow'd their heads, and worſhipped, . 
They waited for his call. 


But thou gh the Lord had paſs'd his word, 
And truly was fincere, | 

The time was not yet quite elaps'd, 
To which it did refer. t 


Thus oft thy people, Lord, miſtake 
Thy kind intentious yet; 


Becauſe thy favours are poſtpon'd,, - - 


They think thou doſt forget. 


As Iſra'l found it, ſo do we, 
Our time's not always thine; 

O help us, Lord, to reſt in peace; 
We fooliſhly repine. 


O did we know ourſelves aright, 
How ignorant and blind, 

Againſt thy will we would not fret, 
But calmly would reſign. 
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ExvD. v. 4. 


Ye ſhall no more give the people Show to make 
brick as heretofore, t 
ORD, how myſterious are thy ways ! 4 
How wonderful and deep ! | 
But as extenſive is thy grace, W. 
And truth thou'lt ever keep. f 
Thou cam'ſt thy people to redeem, Bu 
FPet brought'ſt them to the ground, 
That their deliv'rance in the end F yo 
Might to thy grace redound. | 
Their faith was now campletely try'd, Til 
Nor could it ſtand the teſt, | | | | 
But with thy ſervants ſore they chide, Bu 
Becauſe they were diſtreſt. 
Nor Moſes knew the ſtrange defign, Th 
Nor he his grief reſtrain'd, 23 
But to the Lord he turn'd again, To 
And of their caſe complain'd. p 1 
Then he an anſwer did receive, | * 
Which did him ſatisfy, 0 
Though hard, yet to the will divine | 
He calmly did comply. 
Reflections ſharp from ev'ry fide We 
He bore with ſpirit meek; F A 
Thy word in all things he obey 'd, "7 
And did thy glory ſeek 
O help us, Lord, in ev'ry caſe, Ac 
His pattern to purſue; 55 
Though diſpenſations be adverſe, , 


Still may we meekly bow. 
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| Exop. vi. 7. | 
And I will take you to me for a people, and I will 


be to you a God, and ye /hall know that Jam 
the Lord your God. 


EN thouſand times ten thouſand bleſs'd 
Are they, whoe'er they be, 
Who ſuch a promiſe have receiv'd, 
And can its value fee. 


But though receiv'd from God's own _— 
The people would not hear, | 
For bondage hard their ſp'rit did fret ;— 
They were o'ercome with fear. 


Till thou the promiſe, Lord, apply, 
It never will impreſs ; 
But when thou giv'ſt a living faith, 
It gives us preſent eafe. 44943 


Though Iſra'l firſt the promiſe got, 
We bleſs thy holy name, 
To them alone *tis not confin'd, 

To us 'tis ſtill the ſame. 


We tarry in a foreign land, 
By bondage fore oppreis'd ; 

O take us for thy people, Lord, 
And ſee our ills redreſs'd. 
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We, too, bound up by unbelief, 5 
Cannot thy word receive; #4 
From thee alone we ſeek relief, 4% 
Thy Spirit to us give. 14 


A cruel Pharaoh, too, thou know'ſt, 
Employs his utmolt {&ill; 

O ſave us from his guileful ſnares, 
Who waits our ſouls to kill. 
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Exop. xiii. 18. | | Th 


But Ged 2d the rople about through the way of Th 
the wilderneſs of the Red Sea. 


OW true and faithful i is the Lord 1 


His word in ages all 
Completely ſtill has been ua, 
And ever, ever ſhall. | And 
He promis'd Abraham a ſeed, 18887 rat 
While yet he had no ſon; tia 
And of their grievous ſervitude übe 77 


He did to them make known. 


« Four hundred painful fervile yours: 
Thy ſeed ſhall undergo, 

And —— that I'll bring them forth, 
Their foes I'll overthraw.?? | 

The time determin'd firmly fix'd,. 
Did: roll, though lam 5 | 


Nor did one ſingle hour exceed 
The Lord's intended bound. 


Pharaoh, till then, would never vn 
To let the people go; etage 
But now he can no longer hold. 
He felt the painful blow. 


Now Ifſra'l is at laſt enlarg d, 
Their liberty enjß; 

They vainly hop'd that 1 henceforth. 

Would e'er their peace annoy. 


Thus, fraught with riches, free of tail, 

They hop'd to live in peace,  . 
Remember'd not the wilderneſs: ;: 
And Red-Sea were to pals, 15 


* 


V' 

But might they not, who late had ſeen 
The pow'r of God difplay'd, 

Have reſted calmly on his word, 


Though troubles did invade. 


ExoD. xiv. 10. 


And when Pharaoh drew nigh; the children of If. 
rael hiſt up their eyes, and behold, the Egype 
trans marched after them, and they were ſore 
af r aid. 


UT after all that they had ſeen 
When Pharaoh appeared in view, 
They quickly deſponded again, | 
Both fretful and angry they grew. 


How could they with Moſes contend, 
And thus his meek ſpirit perplex, 

Who conſtantly did them befriend ? 
Yet on him their troubles they fix. 


They were ſo environ'd around, 
Unable to fight or to flee, 

Their orders were {till to keep ground, 
A glorious deliv'rance to ſee. | 


But of [ſrael what have we to ſay ? 
Our hearts are far harder than theirs ; 
To unbelief we too give way, | 
Diſtrated with anxious fears. 


Grounds as good have we to diſcern, 
Vea, far more experience we have; 

For at their expence we may learn, 
We firmer ground have to believe. 


N * 
Du rae 


— 


3 — 


k 
4 4 . 1 — 
* . My a « 
E w ay * — 
N - SED, ” ie A — „ 
G — = .: — n 4. BEA ED £4 39 
—— 5 — — — % - b 8 2 E 8 2 — 
” " l 8 £3 : LW. - > 28 = 2; * <4 . id 
T ; * = . 1 
2 = "> + th — <—o — 2 ESL.» To. > ws — 


LES 8 1 2 
— . . — and. bon be 6.4 * 4 


a * 
Ska Bos 2 
+ * * on — * 2 
2 —9.ꝗ — " * 
A > 
— 


— — — 
— 


= a ww PS MY, 
__ — — — 


1 — 
= I = — rr . Ae nn” CHER 
OS 2 I: WEED. 7: or. AGENT — 


r 
——ͤ — * 
2 
= 


So" J- 
OO ˙ů — 
R = v4 Tz 


ID 


DE N 


— 


—— — 
3 — 


— 


rg I ET 
> gn 


( 214 ) 


For the ſcriptures are full and complete; 
Nay, much conlolation's held North, 
That was not diſcover'd-as yet, 
They knew not their value nor worth. 


Our Moſeſes, too, we deſpiſe, 8 
And ill is their friendſhip return'd ; 
Their faithfulneſs oft does diſpleaſe, 
For which they in filence have mourn'd. 
Ev'n thoſe who are willing to ſpend 
Iheir all for the glory of God, 
How grievouſly are they defam?d'? 
But this is to heav'n their ſure road. 


; Exon. xiv. 20. 


And it was a cloud and darkneſs to them; but it 
gave 28 by ma to them. 


OW Wes are- the people, Lord, 
Who chuſe thee for their guide! 
Though others quake, they need not Pe. 
Who in thy name confide. 


Thy cloudy pillar all the day 
Shall ſtill their ſteps direct; 

And in the irkſome gloom of night, 
Thou wilt from falls protect. 


Thy providence will ſtill a light 
Unto thy people ſhow, 

But darkneſs they ſhall prove to thoſe 
Thy name who do not know. 


( arg 5 


Thou beast ſmiĩlꝰ'ſt upon thine own, 
For them prepar'ſt a way, 

Their foes by thy incenſed frown 
Were put to great diſmay. 


Thy look, Lord, did them ſo confound, 
They knew not what to do; 


To ſtrive with thee they ſaw Was vain, 4 


Then back their armies flew. 


But flight was vain, they could not fly, 
No where for them to go, 


The time was come, th? appointed dene : 


Of their ſad overthrow. 
Y- children of the Lord moſt 3 


Your way to him commit, 
Vengeance is his, and, ſoon or late, 
Your wrongs he will requite. , 


0 make us wiſe while 'tis to-day, 
Our danger, Lord, to ſee ! 

0 never let us, Lord. deſpiſe 
The ſouls belov'd by thee. 
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Exov. xiv. 31. 5 Maes 


And the people feared the Torn, e believed 1 the Sh: 
Lord, and his ſervant Moſes. 


HEN Iſrael ſaw their . deſtroy'd, 
This great deliv'rance wrought, 

They fear'd the Lord, and were reſolv d | 

To do as Moſes taught. > : 


With j joy their hearts did overflow, 
They ſang a chearful ſong, 

They then extoll'd the mighty works 
Accompliſh'd them among. 


What cauſe have we to join the throng, 
Our ſoul with them unite ? . 
From day to day he's ſtill the lame, | 

In mercy takes delight 


Our foes he oft hath overthrown, 

Him therefore will we praiſe; 
Io him who ſav'd from going down 
To death, a ſong we'll raiſe. 


Our God is alſo great in pow'r, 
Mountains before him flee : 


Then why ſhould we diſtruſt him more ? Det 
For juſt and true 1s he. Yea, 1 
The roaring lion ever roams 7 Nos 
About, his prey to catch; Thus 
But help from Jeſus dear does come, For 
Who Zion's ſons doth watch. wich! 
With hclliſh malice he purſues And 
The ſouls to Jeſus join'd, BG: Again 
And many a barbed arrow throws, | His 


To wound the tender mind. 
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Zut Jeſus lives, and ever ſhall, 
He fave his people will; 


Thoſe who in faith upon him eat”. 
* be preſerved ſtill. 


But they mocked the meſſengers of God, and de- 
Male Bis GO and miſuſed bis prophets. 


EN Ifra'l backflided i in heart, 
And truſted in deities vain, 


As loth with his people to part, 
The Lord ſent and call'd them again. 


The Lord to be gracious doth wait, 
No pleaſure he takes to deſtroy, 
By's ſervants both early and late 


He call'd, ſaying, hs Why will ye die? 


But Iſra'l paid little regard, 

Nor follow'd his ſervants” advice, 

But wickedly did them reward, 
Determin'd to have their own choice. 


Yea, they in their ſin perſever'd, 
Nor would to the Lord turn again; 
Thus vengeance by them was procur'd, 
For them no relief did remain. 


Wich Iſra'l, we've alſo tranſgreſs'd, 

And left the bleſs'd fountain of peace ; 
Againſt us the Lord hath expreſs'd 

His anger, from us turn'd his face, 


T 


„ 8 
His prophets our danger proclaim, . 
And urge us to turn ere too late ; 


O may we not imitate them, 
Who for love ſhew'd implacable hate. 


o may we his ſervants revere, 
That come in his name us to guide, 
Leſt to us in wrath he do ſwear, 
That with him we : ſhall not abide. 


EZRA, i i. 1. 


The Lord flirred up the ſpirit 25 cru Ling of 
Perfia, that be made a + per 


HEN Ifra'l left the living God, 
To worſhip wood and ſtone, 
His Spirit ceas'd to be their guide, 
And left them all alone; 


An awful courſe ! and ſo it b 
For hardneſs fear'd their heart; 
O ſave us, Lord, from fuch a curſe, 

Nor from our ſouls 'depart. 


They ſtill went on from bad to worſe, | 
Till they their cup did fill; 

Then, to complete their overthrow, 
They ventur'd to rebel. | 


'T'was of the Lord, the Cerigturen fay, 
That this was brought to paſs, 

For, to take vengeance on their fins, 

Me then determin'd was. 


80 
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Nor did repent, but caſt them out, 
And drove them far abroad; 


He marr'd their ſchemes, and made: them know 
That he alone was God. 


Yet ev'n in their captivity 
His eye upon them was 

And with his mercy ſhew'd his pow” r; 
He great things brought to paſs. 


A heathen prince that knew him not 


He mov'd them to befriend ; If 
To build the Lord's houſe he proclaim'd, a 
And gave his helping hand. A 
It was the Lord ftirr'd Cyrus up 0 
His people to relieve; i 


To thee, Lord, may we ſtill look vp. | - "lt 
Who never wilt deceive. 


— ] 
EzRaA, vii. 23. | ji 
74 
* we /afted, and beſought our God for this, and | 1 
Be was entreated of us. | by 
5 
HEN God takes a matter in hand, ls, 
He makes his own wiſdom appear, 1 
For nought can e'er his pow'r withſtand, | ta 
Nor hurt whom he meaneth to ſpare. ls 
The heart of king Cyrus made ſoft, 1 
As wax to the fire, ſoon did yield, - Mi 
And forth from his treaſures he brought _ j 
The veſſels his fathers had ſpoil'd. Ws it 
T 2 fi 

fl 

| 
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The people of God long had pray'd, 
And waited in hope for this day; 

Their ſorrowful hearts were made glad, 


. And all things before him gave way. 


They grateful the bounty obtain'd, 
But rather were put to a ſtand, 

Unable themſelves to defend, 

And ſtill ia an enemy's land, 


By fafling and prayer they apply'd_ 

To God, who beheld them oppreſt, 
Who did his protection afford, 
And grant ev'n their utmoſt requeſt. 
For none durſt his people annoy, 


Nor ſeize their ſacred: rich ſtore, 
Although they laid wait by the way, 


Determin'd their prize to ſecure. 


No perſon, nor people, need fear, 

Whole hearts on Jehovah are ſtay'd ; 

Who pour their complaint in his ear, 
Shall ne'er with good cauſe be afraid. 
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: Eau, il. 4. 
And 1 fo ene until the evening-fc 


WE N God in his mercy n 
Ada turns his. fierce anger away, 
The favour his people fo moves, 

Their heads 1n the duſt low they lay. 


Thus Ezra, oppreſſed with grief, 
Aſtoniſh'd ſat down on the ground, 
Becauſe that the elders and chiefs 
Had mix'd with the nations around. 
In ſuch a caſe, what could he do? 170 
The matter would hopeleſs appear; | 19 
He could not expect they would bow, | =_ 
Or part with relations ſo dear, | 1 
'Twas God that had done all the reſt. - 14 
Of this then he did not deſpair, 
He therefore with fervent requeſt | 
Beſieged the heavens by pray'r. bh Fl 


The Lord's till the hearer of pray'r, . of 
And gave him an anſwer with ſpeed, TY. i 
For to him the people repair, 1 


And chearful the ſacrifice made. by 


This now was the day of his pow'r, 1 
And willing the people are made; | We 
Confus'd they before him appear, "pol 
His terrors had made them afraid. a 


But while they ſat weeping aloud, N 

The prophet commands them to ceaſe, 4 
And rather rejoice in their God, | TE 

Who thus had reliev'd their diſtreſs, | 1 

& 4 | A 

| 
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ESTHER, v. 13. 


Yet all this availeth me nothing, ſo long as 17 15 
Mordecai the Om Jy at the my s _ 


OW mis' 'rably wretched's the breaſt, 
Where pride gains an abſolute ſway ? ? 
The ſoul is quite robb'd of its reſt, 
Which ſtrives its demands to obey. 


Though Haman, rais'd next to the throne, 
Might princes and nobles deſpiſe, 

Yet ſorely his heart 1s weigh'd down, 
For Mordecai homage denies. 


Not honour, nor pleaſure,. nor gain, 
His vile captious humour ſuffice ; 
No, all is beſtowed in vain, WEL 
Unleſs that poor Mordeca dies. 


Sure Haman was greatly to blame :— 
Who would not his conduct deteſt ? 
Yet often we imitate him, 
And like him repent it at laſt. 


The Lord oft upon us beſtows 

Rich favours beyond our deſert, 
From him ev'cy benefit flows, 

That glads the benevolent heart. 


Inſtead of a proper return, 
Some gewgaws of little avail 

Ingroſs all our thoughts, or we mourn 
Some trifling comfort that does fail. 


Do, cure us, O Lord, of this ill, 
Grant this, of thy favours the beſt. 
Renew this refractory will, 
And then we'll live happy and bleſt. 
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Jonv, x1. 21. 


by = 
* 


Sir, we would fee Feſus. | 


| WouLD'sT thou, Lord, our hearts inſpire 
With faith thy face to ſee, 

And ſave us from our unbelief, 
Our guilt and miſery ! 


O give us faith now to behold 
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'Thee as our Saviour. dear, fl 
And then we ſhall thee, in thy word, Do . 
Behold with love and fear. 8] 
Thy ordinances alſo ſhall | A 
Delightful to us prove, = oy i 


When we do meet with thee our all, 
Our Jeſus, and our love. 


O let a ſight of our dear Lord 5 Wi; 


Beſtow'd upon us be, | 80 
And ſoften our hard hearts, that we | 'F 
Our fins aright may ſee. | 1 
A ſight of thee doth to the mind fo 
Peace and contentment bring, ' lin 
It doth our guilty fears diſpel, - ) i 
And heav'n is found within. 1 bi 
The proud it humbles in the duſt, | 1 
Our vileneſs lets us ſee, : EE 1 
And leads us to aſpire towards 
Conformity to thee, ] 


TC. 3 
It weans the heart from off the world, 
And all that therein 1s, 


And makes the heart aſpire towards * 
Pure and ſeraphic bliſs. 


It doth the mind transform unto 
The mind that'was in Chriſt, 

And makes us reſtleſs to enjoy, 
And ſee him as he is. 


* ART 11 
MISCELLANEOUS. 


THE | 
HISTORY OF FOSEPH. 


— — 


GEN. xxxvii. 24. 


And they took him, and caſt him into. a pit; and 
the pit was empty, there was no water in i; 
and they ſat down to eat bread. 


OW hard and obdurate the breaſt, 
Where nature uncultivate reigns 4 
1he man is quite loſt to the beſt, | 

And deaf to the ſufferer's pains. 


Poor innocent! did thy loud cries, 
When left in thy diſmal abode, 
Cauſe no tender feelings ariſe 
In brothers united by blood ? 


( 
Ah! how could they leave thee alone, 
Expos'd to baſe reptiles a prey, | y 


And thoughtleſsly dare to fit dowẽõ n? Le 
No tyger more harden'd than they. 


But what is the cauſe of this ſpleen ? Hi 
Could he give fuch dreadful offence ? W 
Their conduct he dar'd to explain ; 
Twas this did their malice incenſe. 
He, too, had an ominous dream, 2 
Portending promotion he'd have; F 
Determin'd to fruſtrate the ſame, 0 
Poor Joſeph they ſold for a ſlave. 
But little they thought that the ſcheme 2 
They devis'd the poor youth to o'erthrow, B 
Would tend to accompliſh the ſame, * 
And give them their folly to know. : 
| „ A 
— His 
] 


Gx. x#xix. 2. 
Aud the Lord was with Jaſepb, and he was a 
| preſperous man. 


LD Jacob, of Joſeph bereft, 
Laments him with ſorrow ſincere; 
While he without comfort is left, 
Thus torn from his fatherly care, 


O how could the wretches behold 
The grief their old father ſuſtain'd ! 
But ſinners, when harden'd, grow bold, 

And each tender feeling's reſtrain'd. 


( 289. ) 


When Joſeph to Egypt came down, 
Though laden with ſorrow and. care, 
Yet ſoon to his comfort he found, 
The God of his fathers was there. 8 
His ſervice ſo faithful and juſt 
Procur'd him his maſter's eſteem, 


Who, pleas'd with his conduct, at jaſt 
Commits his whole houſehold to him. 


Now Joſeph, exalted and free, 
His troubles began to forget, 
For now who's ſo happy as he? 
Bat yet there's new croſles to meet. 


The artful deceiver beheld _ 
His peace with malevolent eye, 
By malice inherent impell'd, 


An arrow in haſte he let fly. 


A groundleſs aſperſion he fix d; 

The matter, though wholly untrue, 
His maſter ſo fired and vex'd, 

Poor Joſeph did nearly undo. 


i 228 | * ; ; 


"Gita: Xxxxix. 28. 
And Toſe epÞys maſter took bim, and cat | Zim i into And 


Priſon. 5 6 wa 
'F- HUS, by an aſperſion unfair, | 7; 
His maſter's affeQions are loft, | 
' And Joſeph, o*erwhelmed with care, | 
Muſt into a priſon be caſt. 
Two years linger'd on in this cell, Whicl 
How hapleſs his ſorrowful lot! Son 
Confin'd in a priſon to dwell, When 
Negle&ed, and almoſt forgot. 4 | N 
But firm on his God he rely d; With 
Nor was his dependence in vain, Vet 
For when he his ſervant had tryy d. His dr 
Procur'd his enlargement again. Lell Wh 
The butler his fellow forgot, | Yet ar 
Though ſerv'd in a critical time ; 1 Tho 
Yet God brought him freſh to his thought, "IP 
When Pharaoh related his dream. Wh 
Then Joſeph is ſent for with ſpeed, But he 
The peace of proud Pharaoh to heal ; | Ah 
The Lord made him ſtraight to ſucceed, "RY 
The myſt'ry forthwith to reveal. * 
The king did in filence attend, As tho 
While Joſeph the myſt'ry declar d, | He t 
Then ſtraight took his ring from his hand, But Jo 
As a pledge of his future reward. Whi 
A change how delightful takes place! Their « 
And Joſeph's exalted again: - h His 


Abſolv'd from his former diſgrace, 
Near equal with Pharaoh to reign. 
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| Gxx. xlii. 6. 
And Foſeph was governor over the land; and be it 
was that ſold to all the people of the land; and 


Foſeph's brethren came, and bowed down them- 
ſelves before him, with their faces to the earth. 


"THE famine in Egypt begun, ' 
| To:Canaan in time found its way, 
Which forced the Hebrews to come, | 
Some food for their money to pray. 


When Joſeph his brethren beheld, 


And knew their diſtreſs to be great, „ 1 
With pity his boſom was filld, _ | 7 
Yet roughly a while did them treat. _ d 


His dreams recurr'd freſh to his mind, 
When he their obeiſance did ſee, 

Yet anſwer'd them rough and unkind, 

| Though ev'ry one bent on his knee. 


His patient attention they claim, 


— 


3 We RE. 
LOS - 2 * 3 — 
4 A — — —— — ——_— 
—__— —— — —— — —— — 
OG." — 22 n 


While they their whole ſtory run o'er ; a 1 

But how did they dare but to name | Tikes 
A brother that now was no more ? «, 

He ſeem'd to pay little regard, N j 
As through the whole ſequel they paſt ; | 1. 

As thoughtleſs of what he had heard, * 
He threw them in priſon at laſt. 


But Joſeph's kind heart could not reſt, Ba 
While they in the dungeon remain'd, \ 

Their children at home were diſtreſs'd, 
His father he knew would be pain'd. 
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Gev. xlii. 22. 


And they ſaid one to another, We are verily guilty 
concerning our brother, in that we ſaw the an. Ard 
gwiſh of his foul when he befought us. y 


ONv1icTIoN has pierced at laſt 
| Theſe hearts that were harder than ſtone, 
Sharp pangs now dart through ev'ry breaſt, 
When they the fad ftory think on. "4 
« We're verily guilty,” they ſaid, 
„Our brother in anguiſh beſought, 
That he from the pit might be freed, 
And to his old father be brought.” 
Though late, they now deeply bewail'd 
The child they expected was gone, 
While Reuben in bitterneſs rail'd,— 
Reproach'd them for what they had done. 


This communing Joſeph heard through, 
And ſcarcely in ſilence could keep; 
By nature compell'd he withdrew, 
And calmly retired to weep. 
Determin'd ſeverely to wound, 
Once more their affection to try, 
Poor Simeon he actually bound, 
And left him in prifon to lie. 


That they might their houſehold relieve, 
Nor fall to dire famine a prey, 

Both corn and their money he gave, 
And forthwith he fent them away. 


hy 
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GEN. xlii. 36. 


And Facob their father ſaid unto them, AT, > have 
ye bereaved of my children ; Joſeph is not, and 
Simeon is not, and ye will take Benjamin away : } 19 


All theſe things are againſt me. m 

: * 819 
HEN they to their father return'd, 15 
Though glad to behold them again, be 

He now in great bitterneſs monrn'd, | \ 
Compell'd of his lot to complain. | Wo 
Poor Simeon in priſon hes bound, | he! 
Ana if farther relief he would have, > Wn 
His Benjamin too muſt go down, | | 43 
And perhaps be detain'd for a ſlave. | 14 
Lo, Joſeph belov'd is no more, | 1 
And Simeon's in priſon this day; "1% 
Theſe evils upon me preſs ſore, = _. 
And Benjamin too muſt away. | ki” 
Thus of my lov'd children bereft, | 17 
My heart's fill'd with anguiſh profound, 435 

. . 041 

And grey, from ſuch poignant diſtreſs, | nal 
Theſe hairs to the grave muſt come down. _ 
Pm bound with affliftions moſt ſtrong ; Ip 
To trials ſevere I muſt yield; 44 
Ah! why did you do me ſuch wrong, | 5 


To ſay that I yet had a child? 


Yet Benjamin ſhall not go down, 
With this I can never comply ;— 

But famine, our mis'ry to crown, 
Commands more proviſion to buy.” 
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GEN. Xii. 83 


And Fudah oaks to his father, ſaying, The man 
did ſolemnly proteſt to us, ſaying, Ye ſhall not 
fee my Jace except yur brother be with you. 


87 \ 


UT Judah at laſt made . 
he man did proteſt moſt ſincere, 
y fave if ye Ice, ye ſhall die, 7 5 
Unleſs that your brother be here. 


He bade ns our hiſt'ry explain; ; 
We told him our ſtory anon; 
We certainly knew not the man 
Would ſay, Let your brother come e down! ? 


Do, father, let Benjamin co, 
And of him Þll hs ſpecial care "3 

And if he return not to you, - 
For ever the blame let me bear, 


Without him we will not return; 
For wiy ſhoul ld we labour 2 in vain? 
The man, with a countenance ſtern, 
Said his face we ſhould not fee again. 


The life of our houſehold's at ſtake, 

Why ſhould we thus ling'ring delay? 

Proviſion is done, and we lack, / 
Pray haften, and fend us away, 
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GEN. walk 13. 


Take alſo your brother, and ariſe, and, go again 


to the man, and God Almighty give you mercy 


before the man, that he may ſend away yur 


other brother and Benjamin. | 


HAT did the old patriarch feel, 
When thus all his ſons he addreſs'd ? 
His heart ſure muſt trem.le the while 

Theſe laſt painful words he expreſs'd. 


But of him they now took their leave, 
And left their old father alone, 

Their abſence in filence to grieve, 

Their critical caſe to bemoan. 


1 pray'r be no doubt was employ d, 
While they in their journey proceed, 

| That thay mh 5 no more be annoy'd, 

But that all their ſchemes might ſucceed. 


w little he thought that the man, 
V o ſeemed ſo harſh and ſevere, | 
Was Joſeph his favourite ſon, 


By God for their ſafety ſent chere. 


On God he had always rely'd, 
In times of his former diſtreſs; 
His ſuccour he never deny'd. 
Was ready his ſervant to bleſs, 


From Laban he did-bim reſcue, 
Nor durſt he a word to him ſay, 

Nor Eſau could hurt him, although 
Determin'd 3 in rage bim to ſlay. 
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Gex. xliv: 3. 


As bon as the morning Was light, the men were 1 
err 1 

rs: Wa 

| -HAT a an 1 creature is man, 
| Till once he's enlighten'd by grace! . WM They 
| Untaught by thy wiſdom divine, Ar 
He wholly miſtakes his own caſe. 7: Y 4 They 
By preſent appearances led, e - W 
Forgetful of Heaven's deſign, ; foes They 
His mind is for ever unſtay'd, 12417 '2 Ar 
Hope and fear do alternately reign. A ſet 
When engag'd in a juſt enterpriſe, . Ar 
Though troubles and croſſes enſu, q And 
Who ſtill on the Lord fix their eyes . Th 
Are certain he'll bring them ſafe Og. | Quite 
When firſt to the houſe they're call d i =... At 
Their hearts almoft fail'd them vith fear; ; But x 
« He'll now fall upon us again, 4 Tl 
Nor us, nor our aſſes will ſpare. „ With 
They found they were with him to dine, Th 
Their fears then began to diſpel ; "is No t 
And Simeon reſtored again ; . | As 


Then ev'ry thing ſeem'd to go vl, 


In the morning all calm and ſerene, 
Diſmiſs'd with a friendly farewell, 

They chearful their journey began, 
But little knew what would befal. 


-_ 
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Ts not this it in which my lord drinketh ? 


HUS, Trepe with their laſt interview, 
Reflecting on what lately paſt, ; 

They eager their journey purſue, Dd 

And homeward proceeded in haſte. : 


They were but a little, way gone, 

When, to their ſad griet and ſurpriſe, 
They're deeply entangled again, 

And ſorrows unthought. of ariſe. 


A ſervant purſues them in haſte, 
And rudely commands them to ſtop; ; 
And when his demand they requeſt, 
They're charg'd with purloining a cup · 


nite conſcious the charge was untrue, 

At firſt they were put to a ſtound; | 
But when a ſtri& ſearch they paſs'd through, 

The cup was with Benjamin found. 


With what conſternation they gaze, 

This dreadful diſcoy'ry be'ng made; 
No time to delib'rate the caſe, 

As pris'ners to Joſeph they're led. 
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Gxx. xliv. 14. 


And Judah and bis brethren came to Foſepb's 
houſe, and they fell N Bim. 


GAIN before Joſeph they” re brought, 
O'erwhelm'd with deep grief and diſtreſs; 
u 


t, who can deſcribe what they thought, 
While ev'ry one fell on his face ? 


Before Egypt's prime miniſter bow'd, 
Diſtracted, almoſt in deſpair ; 

His dreams they had often made good, 

But little thought Joſeph was there. 


Till Judah, more bold than the reſt, 
Addreſs'd him in humbleſt ſtrain : 

Their guilt he moſt freely confeſt, 

Nor hop'd for deliv'rance again. 


Then Joſeph declar'd them all free, 
Excepting the youngeſt alone, 

Anew their affection to try,— 
| To croſs them for what they had done. 


How deeply diſtreſling their caſe, 
Here how can a tear be reſtrain'd ! 
Thus harmleſsly brought to diſgrace, _ 
Nor durſt for a moment contend. 


Their caſe even Joſeph bewail'd, 
Although he inflicted the pain; 

And when he their courage beheld, 
He quickly reliev'd them again. 


With Judah ſo well ſatisfy'd, 
Though once his implacable foe, 

His feelings no longer could hide, 

Nor longer continue their woe. 


An, 
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GEN. xlv. 3. | | 

And Fofeph ſaid to his brethren, I am Foſeph ; ® 
and his brethren could not anſwer him, for they 15 


were troubled at his preſence, 


W HEN Joſeph declared his name, 
His brethren quite ſtruck with furpriſe, 
O'erwhelmed with ſorrow and ſhame, : | 
They dar'd not to lift up their eyes. 0 


Their guilt ſtar'd them ſtraight in the face, 
His preſence they hardly could bear, 

Till Joſeph, in mildeſt addreſs, | | 1 
Declar'd they had nothing to fear. thi 


He faid, At yourſelves never grieve, | ö 
Although you were harſh and unkind; 28 = 
'Tis true, I was ſold for a flave; | 105 
But God had another defign. 3 OT : 


For famine two years now hath rag'd, 
It yet will continue for five ; 

For this I have here been engag'd, 
To ſave many people alive. 


For your preſervation the Lord 
Me ſent, and I ſee myſelf bound 
T' aſſiſtance you want to afford; 
So haſte, and I pray you come down. : 


A father to Pharoah I'm made, 
And ruler none higher there is, 

And great is my honour indeed; 
Pray tell my old father of this. 
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Pray let him make haſte, and come down, ] 
l' nurſe him with tendereſt care; He 
Pray tell him of all you have ſeen, 0 
My glory I with him will ſhare,” * 
« F 
Foy F 
-: Gen. xv. 46, 
And the 'y told bim, ſaying, Foſeph is yet alive, and 
Be ts ee, over all the land of agb. 

Nek more, though now with ee ach An 


| The brethren take their way, | 
Loath, though but ſhort, with him to part, 
That late gave ſuch diſmay... 


With proſp'rous ſteps they forward tread, 
And ſoon they reach'd their homes, 
Then ſooth'd the heart that lately bled, 

And heal'd its painful wounds. 


For Joſeph living they averr'd, 
And over Egypt lord; _ 
But Jacob fainted when he heard, 
Nor did believe their word. 


But when his eyes the waggons law, 
His heart reviv'd again, 

Says, *Tis enough that Joſeph "TER 
This ſoothes my ev'ry pain. 


I'll go and ſee him ere I die, 

My blefling he ſhall have, F 
And fear) wel praiſe our fathers? God, 
Who 3 * child to ſave. 


* 
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Then Ifra'l forthwith took his ways 
But ere he travell'd far, 10 
He ſtopp'd, and offer'd ſacrifice, 
And found that God was there. 


And there a promiſe he receiv'd, 
Which did his ſpirits cheer, 
Fear not,” he ſaid, © to Egypt go, 


For I'll be with thee there. 
Gxx. S 
RN Ifrael ſaid to Foſeph, Now let me die, fince 
1 have ſeen thy face, 


3 5 long- divided loving pair 
In rapture met at laſt; 
The ſocial bliſs, they equal ſhare, 
And mutually embrac'd. 


Now let me die,” the patriarch ſaid, . 
Since I thy face have ſeen; _ 

This heart no more with forrom ſad 
Shall be depreſs'd again. 15 


Ves, happy ſage, the time's at hand, 
Thy ſoul ſhall reſt in peace, 

Thy troubles ſoon ſhall have an end, 
Soon ſhall thy joys increaſe. 


O what thy raviſh'd ſoul muſt taſte 
Ev'n at this preſent hour, 

While thou ſurvey'ſt each promiſe paſt, 
Fulfill'd, and all . 
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Methinks I hear the grateful pair | 


With raptur'd ſouls proclaim, | 
_ © Truſt in the Lord all who him os 


And glorify his name,” 


Though borne far hence, when but a child, 
To where God was not known, + 

Yet there his ſecret pow'r upheld, 
And ſav'd, and kept his own. 


Where no inſt ruction could be had, 
He did his ſervant teach, 
He made him know the living God ; 


His mighty 8 'r is ſuch. 


Guy. xlix. 18, 


I have waited fob thy ſalvation, 0 Lord, 


HIS beantiful ſtory i is done, | 5 
And what may we gather from it; 5 
"Twas for man's inſtruftion alone 
That ever the ſcriptures were writ, 


_ This hiſt'ry had never been known, 
If not to awaken the mind ; | 

O may we the knowledge attain, 5 
Its ſp'ritual meaning to find. 


The wiſdom of God hath appear'd' 
In characters ſtriking and plain, 

Although it is little rever'd _ 
By wu * man. 


PR a TW WE] 

Ah ! would but the infidel read, 
And calmly confider the caſe, | 
He durſt not fo madly deride, 

Nor th' Omnipotent mock to his face. 


The moſt minute circumflance bears 
The impreſs of wiſdom divine; 
No jarring diſcordance appears, 
But all in bright harmony ſhine. 


Thus Joſeph, from innocence taught 
The mazes of error to ſhun, 

I' his father the tidings he brought 
Of deeds that his 'brethrea had done. 


Their malice drove on to revenge, 
Determin'd the youth to deſtroy ; 

But ſoon did their fentiments change, 
When God ſent the Iſhma'lites by. 

Here Avarice, too, had her ſhare, 
Perſuading their brother to ſell ; 

The hand of Jehovah was there, 

| To check their reſentment ſo fell. 


O had I but words to expreſs | 
What's yet in this caſe to be ſhown, 

What ſtrange ways the Lord hath to bleſs, 
The dungeon leads next to the throne. 


O you who, with wiſdom profound, 
Delight in reſearches ſo deep, 
Who Nature would trace to her bound, 
And pace with her ſtrive for to keep, 
This knowledge will little avail, 
Nor yield you or comfort or peace; 
What pleaſant ſolace do they feel, 
Who ſtudy the myſt'ries of grace? 
| X 
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The myſt'ry of providence, too, 
Yields comfort to ſouls in diſtreſs ; 
They ſee how the Lord can bring through, 
And clear the moſt intricate caſe, 


Though Joſeph is greatly belov'd, 
And Heaven's peculiar care, 
Let often his feelings are mov'd, 

His trials are ſharp and ſevere: 


Hard trials, too, Jacob ſuſtain'd, 
And often was left in the dark, 
Nor knew what the iſſue contain d, 


I To guide them of light not a ſpark. 


« All theſe are againſt me,” he cries, 
Nor then did 2 all underſtand, 

That mercy was all in diſguiſe, 

Relief being juſt then at hand. 

In the hiſt'ry of Joſeph lies deep, 
A myſt'ry yet has not * 

For Joſeph is only the type 

Of Jeſus, our brother who's knows. 


IS 
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THE 
TEMPORAL 


| 5 Aup - 
ETERNAL CROWNS. 


| HILE earthly pow'rs, with dire conteſt, 
Attempt to ſpread their wide domain, 
The thirſt for glory fills their breaſt, 
They ſmile at danger, toil, and pain, 
Although with thirſt and labour ſpent, 
So fir'd with zeal to gain renown, . 
With ev'ry hardſhip well content, 
So they attain a fading crown. 
Suppoſe the wiſh'd-for point is gain'd, 
He calls theglitt'ring toy his own, 
The ſummit of his wiſh obtain'd, - 
He then ſecurely ſets him down. 
Though now he thinks the conqueſt won, 
And calmly hopes for years to reign, 
Perhaps to-morrow's rifing ſun _ 
Diſplays ſome unexpected ſcene. 
But for a never-fading crown 7 
The Chriſtian hero now contends ; 
Immortal honour and renown, ; 
With vict' ry join'd, to him deſcends. 
Nor need he wade through ſeas of blood, 
His end to gain, or yet ſecure; | - 
Nor need he brave the ſwelling flood, 
Nor range the barren deſart o'er. 
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His ſp'ritual weapons mighty are, Am 
He has no cauſe of dread or fear ; | > 1 
The object of his Captain's care, Ben 
By faith he'll ever find him near. | 1 


Ah! how, for trifles of a day, 
Poor mortals barter endleſs joy; 

Break through the charm, O Lord, we pray, 
On nobler thoughts our minds employ... 


— — 


ES, who is wiſe will ſee and own 
The kindneſs. of the Lord *, _ 
And where his mighty pow'r is ſeen, | 
His goodneſs is ador d. | 


I backward look with pleaſure oft, + 
And ſee thy gractous care, Feta 
With pity thou upon me thought'ſt, 
And kept'ſt me ev'ry where. 


Thou did'ſt ſupport my infant days, 
The orphan's father thous 
And thou the giddy ſteps of youth 

Haſt brought me ſafely through. 


The author thou of ev'ry bliſs, 
That hath fall'n to my ſhare, 
Yea, ev'n before I ſought thy face, 

Or knew the uſe of pray”r. 


* Referring to Pſal. cvii. 43. Whoſo is wiſe, and will 
obſerve theſe things, even they ſhall underſtand the lo- 
ving-kindneſs of the Lord,” Fe 
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3 the reſt I'll praiſe thy name, 
That did my lot affign 

Beneath her eye, who d. deign'd to loop 
To ev'ry care of mine, 


Yes, Madam, much to you I owe, 
Though nothing I can pay; 

May your reward be found above 
In the important day. 


I hope I never ſhall forget 
Your goodneſs unconfin'd, 
Who did my errors oft correct, 

And form'd my rugged mind. 


If any genius I poſſeſs, 
'Twas you that did it wake, 
And from a dang'*rous precipice 
Lou timely call'd me back. 


If ever pain invade your frame, 
Or grief your heart o'erflow, 


That comfort ten-fold be repaid, 
Which oft I've found from you. 


May a bright manſion for you wait 
Among the ranſom'd choir, . | 

Where ſaints and angels join in praiſe ; 
O may I meet you there. 

Diſtinctions there no more divide, 
They ſweetly all agree 


In pleaſant notes of endleſs praiſe, 
Male, female, bond, and free. 
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ON Mas P———L. 
| NCE Fortune kind, but fickle too, 
| Did fair Gordona bleſs, 


And with a wreathe entwin'd her brow, : 
The emblem of ſucceſs. 


— 


Religion, beauty, wit, good ſenſe, 
Fell largely to her ſhare, 
By all belov'd, and ſhe alone 


A tender mother? s care. 


A pleaſant tranquil ſtate of mind 
Was her delicious feaſt; 

No carking cares corrode ber ſoul, 

Nor her ſweet peace moleſt. 


But Fortune's wheel, that til turns round, 
Has cruſh'd her in her bloom, 

For Hymen here has prov'd ſevere, 
She's now o'erwhelm'd in gloom, * 


'Tis grief, not age, has bow'd her down, 

And furrow'd her pale cheek, | 
Which makes her ſhun the noiſy throng 
The loneſome grove to ſeek. 


Her friends fall off on ev 'ry fide, 
Her juniors many a year, 

While tardy Time, with leaden feet, 
Detains her pris'ner here. 


But why do T-aſcribe to Fate 

The cauſe of good or ill? 

is God alone can fix the lot, 
And he does all things well. 


K. 27 


She now the mournful willow wears, 


Deſerted and forlorn ; | | 
By grief produc'd, theſe filver-hairs 
Direct her to the urn. . 
By hope diffus d, a pleaſant gloom 
O'erſpreads the hollow tomb, 
For Jeſus has perfum'd this bed, 
And cheer'd its ſullen gloom, 


As now he daily ſtrength ſupplies 
The heavy croſs to bear, 

He will at length that body raiſe, 
A glorious crown to wear. 


TO Miss S mmm 


Al IGHTY God, thou did'ſt ordain, 
Whoever liv'd. muſt ſurely die; 
Both age and youth may plead in vain, 
For none can change the firm decree. 


vince fin appear'd, and Adam fell, 
This debt to nature all muſt pay ; 


Yet thoughtleſs mortals, ſtrange to tell! 


Poſtpone the ſure, uncertain day. 


Our neighbours fall on ev'ry hand, 
At times we drop a tranſient tear, 

But ere the cheek be fully dry, 
We doſe anew, and neſtle here. 


To you the knell has never come, 
ou now bewall a father's loſs ; 
O may you meekly bear the ſame, 
And glory 1n the hallow'd croſs. 


; CY) 

In former griefs thy mind ſerene, 
Calm as the ſmooth unruffled fea, 

On Jeſus ſtay'd, could ſweetly lean ; 
Nor has he diſappointed thee. 


What fervent breathings did'ſt thou ſend 
Io Heav'n for him that's now no more! 
Thou now haſt ſeen a hopeful end, 
And all life's ſtorms are paſt and o'er. 


Thy penſive lot my feelings teach, 
Call'd now to bear the croſs again, 
To mark the tyrant's dread approach, 
And ſtrive to ſoothe a mother's pain. 
Thy time improve, of Jeſus ſpeak, 
O may his pow'r again be known! 
May he that lab'ring ſpirit take, 
And place it ſafe amongſt his oon. 
And when bereft of choiceſt friends, 
May gaurdian angels with thee ſtay, 


- 


Till 'gain thou meet'ſt their kindred minds, 


To ſpend a long eternal day. 


May Heaven on my Sus Ax ſmile, 
Calm may her happy ſpirit reſt, 

Nor ever know that dire turmoil, 

Which rages in th'impatient breaſt, 


O let not Heaven's bounty pour'd 
Profuſely draw thy heart away ! 
Thy treaſure bove the ſkies ſecure 
| Exceeds the triffes of a day, 
Let thy expanding heart embrace 
The helpleſs poor, who Jeſus love ; 
Array'd in robes of right'ouſneſs, 
We will them hail as friends above. 


— | 
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TO Mas B—— R 


8 EAR Madam, could vou patient bear, 


I'd hail you happy this new year, 
And many may you ſee; 
Long may your uſeful life be ſpar'd, 
My heart glows warm with firm regard, 
And truly it may be. 


For well I know I'm much in debt 
To her who kindly doth permit 
Io make her houſe my home; 
There kindneſs me does often lead, 
With yore ring nerves or aching head, 
To make my heavy moan. 


Long may ſhe live, again I pray, 

Whoſe kindly heart and hand make way 
To ſuccour the diſtreſt ; 

Who does the poor man's caſe confider, _ 

The Lord will ſurely them deliver; 
Upon his promiſe reſt. 


Yes, worthy Madam, ev'n thy bread, 

Thus freely on the waters ſpread, 
Shall be again reſtor'd; 

A cup of water, thus beſtow'd, 

Bears double int'reſt ; truſt the Lord, 
| And lean upon his word. 


I need not tell you that *tis ſeen 
In pleaſing fields, where oft you glean, 
In queſt of heav'nly food; 
Ne'er may your ſoul look lean or this, 
Like Pharaoh's ugly famiſh'd kine, 
But like the fat and good. 
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VERSES 


TO THE MEMORY OF THE AMIABLE MR A. BOYD, 


HuMBLE muſe, lamented youth, intrudes, 
Though for ſuch taſk unfit, in plaintive 
ſtrains, | | 
To wail thy fate, and mourn thy early fall. 
But why ſhould I preſume, or dare, to ſtain 
Thy virtuous name, with ſimple language rude ? 
With numbers ſo uncouth, to tarniſh that 
"Which well deſerves with ſplendor bright to ſhine? 
Not Porz himſelf his time had ill employ'd, 
To weave a garland fitting for thy brow, 
With dext'rous art, in his ſublimeſt lays ;— 
The theme became a MiLToN or a YoUNG. 
Alive, I know, thy modeſt ear had felt 
Highly offended at the fulſome tale; _ 
Nor had I then tranfgreſs'd in hopes to pleaſe. 
With unaffected eaſe though form'd to charm, 
And win, with ſmiles, the hearts of all around ; 
Thy frown had ſpread confufion o'er the face, 
And daſh'd the boldneſs of the loftieſt bard. — 
O Death! our hoſtile, unrelenting foe, 
Amongſt our race, how ill thou tak'ft thy aim! 
Or rather ſay, how eruel is thy choice! 
Why waſt thou not as well content to ſeize 
On ſome poor wretch, whoſe feebly-tott'ring ſtep, 
And ſnowy locks, proclaim'd the hour at hand, 
Would make thy meſſage welcome to his heart, 
Groaning, at once, under a double weight 
Of pinching poverty and ceaſeleſs pain; 
Without a friend to mourn his fate foreſeen, 
Or lend their needful aid? His grief. worn ſoul, 
With bitter ſighs had ſought thee long in vain, 


Fo l 5 
Anxious to reſt a the filent ſhades ; | 
Yet ſtill thou flee'ſt, and leav'ſt him to his woes, 
To cull the flow'rs—ev'n Nature's gayeſt boaſt ! 
And ſuch was he whom here I lonely fing. 


Juſt while his buſy thought was forming ſchemes 


Of happineſs below, not yet complete, 
Gay plans, he falls a victim to thy rage. 


But ſtop, my mournful muſe ;—with erring 


flight, 


Thou ſure haſt miſfs'd thy aim. Stop—Cheering 


Hope, | 
With angel voice, ſoft whiſpers in my ear, | 
Though ſeeming harſh, it was a friendly ſtroke.” 
Why ſhauld we mourn, ſweet youth, thy early 
bliſs? | Bk 
'Tis ſelfiſh thus to murmur at thy gain: 
What though thy morning-ſun has early ſet, 
'Tis but to riſe in happier climes more bright. 
ratulation beſt becomes the change: 
We hail thee happy—ſafe, beyond the reach 
Of ſtorm and tempeſt, in the morn of life, 
The harbour gain'd, thy veffel glides ſecure, 
Nor rock, nor quickſand, in that ſea of blifs. 

Yet Nature claims the tribute of a tear, 
Nor has kind Heav'n the tender boon deny'd, 
Since Jeſus once wept o'er a happy grave. 

And weep He muſt, (nor may he weep in vain), 
Whoſe fondeſt expectations with thee fell 
Untimely died with thy expiring groan.— 

She too, who, with a mother's fondeſt care, 
Watch'd o'er thy tender years, muſt feel the blow: 
Yes, doom'd of grief a double weight to bear, 

A huſband's bitter anguiſh, and her own! 

This moſt important change of fate 
Muſt tear anew a brother's recent wounds, 

And cauſe them, thus unclos'd, to bleed afreſh, 


'{ - 2923 © Þ > 
Thou rueful manſion, once gay ſeat —how 
chang' d! ! 

What revolutions in the lot of wan! 
But all is wiſe and good; nor ought in vain 
By Heav'n is ſent. Thou great Firſt Cauſe of all, 
Whoſe providential wheel is full of eyes, 
In motion ſtill, nor ever at a ſtand, 

Let not thy friendl judgements fall i in vain 
On theſe devoted Three; for thrice thy call 
Hath marr'd their pence, within this inch of time, 


TO THE REV. Ms 2 5 D. 


H! peaceful TownzenD,: 550 thee well, 
Since here thou muſt not ſtay ; * 
My feeling heart can do no leſs 
Than heave a parting ſigh. 


Full oft thou haſt my inmoſt* ſoul 
Diſclos'd to open view, | 

And told me what was paſſing there,” 
Which mortals never knew. 


When my forlorn bewilder'd ſoul | 
Was mir'd in pathleſs night, 

Thou to my feet oft held'ſt a . 
To guide my ſteps aright, _ 


When roving fancy, vain and wild, 
Refus'd to be reſtrain d, 
Reaſon, unfit to act her part, 
Oft gaz'd as unconcern'd. 


4 ab * * 
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Yet oft th y word was made the mean 
To ſtop its mad career, 

The Lord oft ſent a breathing te 
In anſwer to thy pray'r. 


When dangers, real or ſurmis'd, 
 Oppreſs'd my heart with pain, 
Thou to the Red Sea did'ſt me lead, 

To ſee th* Egyptians ſlain. 


Where'er the Lord {hall caſt thy lot, 
Jo preach his ſacred word, 

May he give wiſdom right to wield 
The Sp'rit's two-edged ſword, 


May finners turn at thy reproof, 
And Satan's kingdom fall, 

And may the everlaſting arm 
Prove like a brazen wall. 


May thou and thine like willows prove 
Cloſe by the river-fide, 

That know not when the drought arrives, 
But in their ſtrength abide. 


TO N— B 


FF LICTION'S daughter, child of pain, 
Inur'd to dire diſtreſs ; 

Rough has thy gloomy paſſage been 
Through ſtormy dang*rous ſeas. 


Wave after wave ariſe and ſwell, 
Which ſhake thy feeble frame, 

Thou muſt have ſunk, had not thy hope 
Been in Jehovah's name. 
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Oft in the ſable gloom of night 
Thy pillow's wet with tears ; 


Ev'n gentle ſlumbers cannat ſoothe 
Thy ſoul oppreſs'd with fears. 


When day appears, the wakeful lark 
Aſcends the morning- ſæy; 

And men, ſoon as the ſun appears, | 

Ane their labours ply, 


But no relief to thee. returns, ä | 
Thy bones are full of Pain, | 

Both day and night a pris'ner kept, . 
Thou'rt bound as with a. chain. 


Methinks I hear thy mournful ſoul, , 
With briny tears of grief, 

Pour forth her doleful ile of ve, 

Expecting ſome relief. 


The friendly. ſympathetic' 1 
Though theſe ſhould flow . 


Phyſicians are of no avail, 
They cannot eaſe thy pain. 


But try, my dear afflicted friend, | 
To huſh thy ſoul to reſt, 

Where only thou can'ſt find repoſe, 
On thy Redeemer's breaſt. 


When torn by pain, thy heart-ſtrings ſcem'd 
Aſunder quite to break; 

Soon as the hve coal touch'd thy lips, 
| Thou ſtrov'ſt his praiſe to ſpeak. 


The cup, adjuſted by his hand, 
And mingled by his ſkill, 

Submit to drink, at laſt thou'lt ſay, 
The Lord's done all things well. 25 


Cm 7. 
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NCE in a melancholy mood 
Elijah made his moan, 

And cry'd, © Why is my life Prolong'd, 

Since I am left alone? 


Methinks I hear a brother young 
Make ev'n the ſame complaint, 

And cry, Muſt L alone contend, 
Since all around me faint ?” 


Ah! where is now the promiſe, Lord, 

On which thou mad'ſt me ſtay, | 
That thou would'ſt join with thoſe that meet 
In thine appointed way. 


Oft have we met in thy great name, 
And fought thy promis'd aid; 

Oft did we part with ſtreagth- renew'd, 
Thy promiſe made us glad. 


Each heart ſeem'd water'd in its turn, 
And buds and flaw'rs appear'd ; 

Some taſted ev'n the mellow fruit, 
And drooping fouls were cheei'd. 


But now a cruel drought ſucceeds, 
We're parched left, and dry, 

The heav'ns are braſs, iron the earth, 
Nor wilt thou hear our cry. 


Full many a one does linger now, 
That once ſeem'd fair to run, 

They court the tempter's dang'rous wiles, 
Which once they ſought to ſhun. 
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The enemy hath ſown his tares, 
And deep they've taken root, 


Theſe curſed weeds ſpring up apace, 5 


And choke the precious fruit. 


Pure love and zeal are much e . 
In me amongſt the reſt; 


I've cauſe to mourn the vintage ſpent, | 


And yet with fin oppreſt. 


But, drooping youth, do not deſpond, 
N or yield to unbelief, 

For in his own appointed time, 

The Lord will ſend relief. 


For what are mountains in his way ? 
If once the Lord appear, 


He'll bleſs us with refreſhing gales, | 


And ev'ry mourner cheer. 


May thy endeavours all be bleſs'd, 
To ſtem fin's rapid tide ; 

May zeal and wiſdom be combin'd, 
The Spirit be thy guide. 


_ TO Mxs G— R 


AlL, happy ſiſter, much rever'd, 


Of Heaven favour'd high ! 
O may thy lowly temper prove 
The daughter of the ſky. 


With ſteady faith thy heart-felt cares 
Once on the Lord thou caſt, 

Nor did he diſappoint thy hopes, 
But brouglit thee through at laſt, 


- 


Car 


Well may'ſt thou ſtill on him rely, 
Who wonders wrought for thee, 

And ſent ſalvation to thy houſe, 
Brought liberty to thee. 


Thy heritage with ſprings abounds, 
No barren land's thy lot, 

| Thy lines in pleaſant places fell, 

Thou'rt bleſsd beyond thy thought. 


At reſt at home, thou haſt no cauſe 
The lonely ſtreets to ſt roll; 

No friend of thine hath pleaſure now 
In midnight's maed*ning bowl. 


A child of many mercies thou, 

Let pray'r and praiſe ariſe; 
May houſe and heart both altars prove, 
On which to facrifice. 


Like Abrah'm, rear the tender 1 
In wiſdom's pleaſant ways, 

And teach the little ſtamm'ring tongue 
To chant its Maker's praiſe. 25 


But O beware, for Satan's ſnares 

Lie thick through all the ground; 

He ſees thy height with envious eye, 
And waits to pull thee down. 


He'll tell thee thow'rt a virtuous child, 
That merits juſt reward; 
By diſcontent he'll thee deguile, | 
If thou art off thy guard. 


Wa 258 7 
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TO Mus e | 


In View of the Lofs of ber Fourth Child. 


HESE 3 ws the ARA ſage expreſd, | 

: O'erwhelm'd with painful doubt, 4 
Though oft th' Almighty arm had him 

Encompaſs'd round about. . ( 


Though like a prince he once prevails, 

By faith's o'ercoming pow'r, | 1 
Yet now he ſtumbles in the dark, 8 

In fierce temptation's hour. | | 1 


Ah ! faithleſs patr'arch, mind the time 

Jehovah did appear, 5 5 : 
When thou gav'ſt up thyſelf, to din 

And built an altar there. 


And has my friend likewiſe forgot | 
The goodneſs of the Lord? | | 
How in the time of her diſtreſs | 
He did her help afford ? 


Has ſhe forgot the Bethel's ſweet, 
When drawn by loving bands? 


Her willing ſoul gave chearful up 
Her all into his hands. _ 


Why then, my friend, / ſhould you repine 
To yield what is not yours, 

Or grieve when he does think it fit 
10 pull his pleaſant flow'rs ? 


What though grim Death has thrice appear'd, 
Nor gone without his prey ? 

Nor yet content, he threatens ſore- 
To take the fourth away. 


* Gen. xliii, 14, „If I be bereaved of my children, I 
am 0 | 
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Yet Death, commiſſion'd by thy God, 
Can do no real ill; DX. 

Theſe are not loſt, but gone before, . 
And live for ever ſtill. 


Yet when ſuch tender ties are broke, 
A mother's heart muſt bleed, 


For nature claims a parting tear, 
And be that tribute paid, 


Compaſſion rich does Jeſus bear, 
His heart by grief o'ercome; 
He once was mov'd to call to life 
A mournful widow's fon. 


But murmur not ãt his decree,. 
Loet love o'er all prevail; 

By faith wait on, and you ſhall ſee, 
The Lord doth all things well. 


Your cup is rich, with mercy mix d, 
Small judgement marks the rod: 


Let each repining thought be ſtill,, 
And know it is from God. 


FROM Mas P— TO Mus F— 


-BILE maſing o'er my former days, 
I backward caſt my eyes, 

My toul can only ſtop, and gaze | 

With wonder and ſurpriſe. 


When I ſurvey the wond'rous plan 
Of providence with me, 

Well may I cry, © To me-ward, Lord, 
How great thy mercies be!“ 


— 
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In infancy and giddy youth 
The Lord was ſtill my ſtay, 

And kindly hedged in my path, 
Leſt I ſhould miſs my way. 

Permitted oft to tread his youre, 
And with his people-meet, - 


Where ſouls in mutual concord bin, 


And ſang his praiſes ſweet. 


Why is it, Lord, thus far to me 
Thy goodneſs doth extend ! 


O that thou would'R;: propitious; ſhow - 


Such kindneſs to my friend. 


Thou tempeſt-toſs'd*afflifted fair, : 

And ſharer of my heart, 
I oft bewail thy luckleſs nts I. 
And bear a tender part. 


Thy abſence in the houfe of pray” r 
Loft obſerve with pain, 

But, looking farther, I'm conftrain's 
My cenſure to refrain. 


No random. chance has caſt thy lot, 
Believe it, though unſeen; 

Unerring Wiſd&hn plann'd it out, 
And moves behind the ſcene. 


Submiſſion is the higheſt prize 
That Jeſus can beſtaw ; 

A will ſubdu'd is preſent peace, 
Though comforts. fail below). 


Upon him reſt who reigns Wave, n 
Whom winds and ſeas obey ; - 

By faith commit to him thy. — 
And _ hell clear ne ways 


flee 


wor 3: 
His tender hand has mix'd thy. en pß⸗ 
Ah! ſhrink not at the draught, | 


He will remove it when that thou 
Art by affliction taught. 


With fervent pray'r beſiege his chrone, 
In faith his promiſe plead, ._ F 

In humble boldneſs —— may'ſt claim 
His help in time of need. 


Though pitchy darkneſs now ſurround, | 
And fiery ſerpent ſtings, 

The glorious Sun ſhall yet ariſe, 
With healing in his 28 


— 
r 


HO e'er aries to hoary hairs, 

And did not find this ſcripture “ true ? 
Who hath arriv'd at ſixty years, 
And would his courſe again renew ? 


Though love of life in moſt prevail, 
All would the ſlender thread outſpin, 

Yet where's the man, though ſtout and hale, 
That would not with to change the ſcene ? 


Yet ſome with eaſy flowing fail 
Glide gently through the ſea of life, 
And tempt ſome poor perplexed foul _ 
To think they know no care or ſtrife. 
But from your youth inur'd to pain, 
You, Madam, find this ſcripture true; 


All who the heav'nly port would gain, 
Muſt fight their ſtormy paſſage through. 


fice upwards,” + 


* Job v. 7. © Man is born unto weren as the ſparks 
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Three ſprightly 'brothers; of thy blood, 
Have ſunk beneath the ſurging wave; 
And, dying on the mighty flood, 
The fourth hath ſhar'd a wat'ry grave. 


But when the meagre tyrant tore | . 
The ſmiling infant from thy breaſt, | 

Sharp pangs, to thee unknown before, | 
Did wound thy heart, and break'thy reſt. 


But ceaſe to wail: the pleaſant flow'r, 
Safe huſh'd before the riſing ſtorm ; 

Death only can unlock the door, 
And let the little ſtranger home. 


Bat mark thy Father's tender care, 

That did his heav'nly guardians ſend, 

Who did ſalute thy wakeful ear, 
And eaſe thy grief: o erclouded mind. 


ON 
THE MUTINY, 
April 1197. 


HIS pow'r to thee-alone * 
Belongs,. thou God of might ; ; 
In vain the ſons of men 
Againſt thy ſceptre fight; 


The raging billows fwell, 
They roar and foam in vain, 

Thou doſt their fury quell, 
Thou ſtilleſt them again. 


1 Referring to Pſal. Ixv. 3. Who ſtilleſt the noiſe o 
the lea. che noiſe of their waves, and the tumult of hs 
people.“ : 
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Thus daily, O our God, 
We fee thy pow'r play, 

Thy foes, ſmit by the rod. 
To own thy hand are made. 


Thus, Lord, let Britain know, 
And to thy glory on, 

That vict'ry o' er the foe 
Depends on thee: Agne 


By ſtrength ſhall none prevail, 
Thy Spirit hath- -declar'd, 

But few an hoſt can quell,” 

When once thine-arm-is bar'd. 


Make haughrty. Britain know, 
While boaſting of her fleet, 
That none but only Thou 
Her vict' ry can ue e T 

The ſummit of her boaſt 
Has proved to be vain; 
O let her never trait 
A feeble roek again. 
Oh! highly-favour'd land, 
Beyond the common lot, | 
Sav'd by Jehovah's hand., 
How is his love forgot? 
Ah! why aſham'd to give 
The glory to his name, 
Who often doth relieve, 
And put thy foes te ſhame N 
Would'ſ thou with heart ſincere 
But turn, and ſeek bis face, 
He ſtill would hear thy pray'r, 
And bleſs thee wich his 1 0 


( 24 ) 


TO * RS HL. 


EFRESHING words * to thoſe diftreſe'd, 
To all who truſt Jehovah's pow Ay 
Who in their trouble on him reſt, 
He'll ſave them in the trying hour. 


This, Madam, you have often found, 

The Lord hath oft appear'd for you; 
Then let your hope in him abound, 

Nor fear the. Lord will leave you now. 


When call'd to mourn departed friends, 
The Lord a ceaſeleſs friend ſtood by, 
Him praiſe ; his mercy never ends, 
| Though wealth takes wings, and comforts fly. 


Now, in this dark and cloudy day, 
Truſt in the Lord, and ceaſe to moan ; 

Let all diſtracting fears give way, 
And with him leave your eldeſt ſon, 


Though deſtin'd for the tented field, 
Where death appears in thouſand forms, 
Jehovah's ſtrength ſhall be his ſhield, 
To ſave him from 1mpending ſtorms. 


Though in the very jaws of death, 
Immortal till his work be done, 

The tyrant cannot ſtop his breath, 
Nor touch him till his race be run. 


Hope, cheering hope, with whiſpers ſoft, 
Perſuades me that he ſhall not die, 

But through theſe trials all be brought, 
And live his God to glorify. 


* Referring to Pſal. l. 15. Call upon me in the diy 
of trouble, I will deliver thee, and thou ſhalt glorify me.“ 


| ( 265 ) 
Then let your foul turn to its reſt, 
And calmly for the promiſe tay ; : 


What God ordains mult ſure be beſt ; 
Then let FOR faith on | him rely. 
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NEW-MARRIED PAIR, 


HE Muſe is in Wunsch deer Madam, 6. 

Though languid her numbers ſhould flow; 

Though lame, ſhe. is willing a tribute to y. | 
For you all her ardour would glow. 


With joy ſhe does nail the young lover tar, 
Whoſe heart is your conqueſt complete; 

Yours now in return he inay zulliy nn | 
Nor has he a rival to meet. 


The morning ſerene, and full pure was the air, 
The breezes did waft all around, - 

When Hymen propitious th' happy young or | 
With wiſh'd-for felicity crown'd. | 

May each rifing morning their bleflings increaſe, 
Long may the nymph live, and her ſwain; 


May each undertaking be crown'd with fucceſs, 
Sweet concord and harmony reiga. ef orgy 


In th' ev'ning let Morpheus thy chamber attend, 
And Nature his ſummons 

In ſoft downy ſlumbers huh all that offend - 
Ihe care and the buſtle of day. TT 


2 


FROM N——, B—— 70 Mas Ds C——. 


OR once, my Maſe, a my. pen, 
And teach me how to write ; ; 

A worthy lady is my theme, 

For whom 1 would indite. 


O what high debt of gratitude 
Is due from me to her, 


Who often hath reliev'd my wants, 
And ſooth'd my anxious care. 

Although a mean and r | 
Is mine by Heaven's 1 

Yet even in my lone retreat, 
She deigns to viſit me. 


Nor doth her lord, with haughty air, wor 


From me at diſtanoe ſtand ; 
Ah! now, my life and breath I owe 
To CorPLAND'S ſkilful hand. 


May Heaven's chajceſt dellaga nes 
Upon the happy pair; 


O bleſs their offspring too, . | 


"Theſe tender plants thy care. 


My heart glows warm when I think on - 


Their pleaſant infant-charms, 
When ſmiling at my breaſt char ler. 
Or flutter'd in my arm. 
But now theſe happy days are 1 
And I'm worn gut with pain, 
Muſt bid adieu to all beneath, 


Nor longer here remain. 


N 


0? 
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But theſe launch forth on dang'rous feas, 
Beſet by dread alarms ; 


May Heav'n afford a pow'rful nd, 
And keep them in its arms. 


Make Alex wife as Iſra'l's king, 

Well may he grace the bar, 

Deſpiſe the thoughts of ſordid bribes, 
And fill a HaiLs's chair. 


Thou Pow'r Supreme, bleſs William too, 
And take him for thine own ; | 
O may thy choiceſt bleſſings reſt 
On EscuLarivs” ſon. 
May he 2 good phyſician prove, 
To ſoothe life's baneful ill; 
May, Luxg and BokRHAAVE in him meet, 
Fu or piety and * | 
— 
7 


„„ VERS ZE S 


ON THE DEATH OF w. M'M. A CHILD OF FIVE YEARS OLD, 


Gain, the awful knell has wak'd the Muſe, 

And call'd Reflection, from her giddy round 
Of vain delights, to pauſe a while, and pay 
A ſolemn viſit to the filent tomb. 
She late bewaib'd the lovely youth full grown, 
Mature, and in life's higheſt bloom, way- laid, 
Beſet, and conquer'd by th inſidious foe, 
Though Art and Nature join'd, in vain, to pluck 
'Fh' envenom'd arrow from his manly breait. 
But now the little artleſs infant meets 
The fell deſt royer's watchful envious eye. 
Methinks I ſee that king of terrors mark, 

2 2 
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And ſlily, unperceiv'd, ſecure his prey; 

Then artfully a while himſelf withdraw, 

As if to glory in heart-rending pain. 

Could not his ſmiling innocence prevail? 
Tyrant, did not the little liſping tongue 


Move thy hard heart? No pity could'ſt thou feel? 


Could not the pang that rends a mother's heart, 
Nor yet a father's frequent, deep-heav'd ſighs, 
Nor all the group of mourners round his bed, 
Avail to change the awful, ftern decree ? 

Ah! no,—who gave him being call'd him hence; 
Twas only thine to deal the deſtin'd blow, — 

A blow ſevere, that breaks the ſtrongeſt ties 

In twain, and even ſelf from ſelf divides. — 

Vet there is hope, for Jeſus children lov'd; 

Waſh'd in the fountain of his precious blood, 
They only die on earth, to live anew. 

Then let thy weeping mother ceaſe her tears ;— 
Tis cruel kindneſs thus for thee to grieve : 

Her choiceſſ fav'rite left feels not one half 

The rapt'rous bliſs thou now enjoy'ſt on high. 
Hail, highly-favour'd cherub, anchor'd ſafe, 
Where fin, nor pain, nor woe can ever come ! 
Sure if his happy ſpirit now beheld 
The place where late he drew his painful breath, 
Permitted but to ſpeak, he'd chide their tears, 
Bat chieſly hers whoſe boſom gave him bitth : 

© What mean you, thus to murmur at my bliſs ? 
Since William's happy, why ſhould you complain ? 
Ah! ſtop the riſing tear ;—or let it fall] 
For thoſe that yet around you fondly cling ; 
For William weep no more. 


« _— 


Prov meagre e Fas ho : 
Thou dread of all, hath org — low, | 

By thee how oft our peace is {lain, . 
Thick fly thy ſhafts, and ſudden too. 


She who at morn with us was dreſt, 

And ply'd life's uſeful bufy part, 

Cut down at eve by thine arreſt, 
Thy barbed arrow pierc'd her heart. 


But ſhe, worn out with dire diſeaſe, 8 
Her thoughts oft met thee on the way, 

Thou only could'ſt her ſoul releaſe, 
And uſher in eternal n l 0 


But oft thy ſhafts promiſcuous fly, 
Without reſpect to age or ſtate; 

In vain for time the fooliſh ry 
Oil in their empty lamps to get. 


In vain the man of hoary hairs... ..-. 

Pleads his releaſe a fault'ring . Ye 

In vain the youth would fly thy ſnares, 
With active limbs, robuſt and ſtrong. 


In vain the infants artleſs ſmile, 
Unconſcious of the danger nigh, 

Ev'n innocence cannot avail, : 
He will not paſs his victim by. 


Not little Jeſſy's angel form, 
Nor all her little pleaſant charms, 
Could ſoothe the foe, or ſhun the ſtorm, 


Though folded in her mother's arms, 
® 2 3 N 


„„ 
Thou little ſmiling innocent, | 
Good cauſe thy mother has to mourn, 
From her embrace, with-anguiſh ſpent, 
Her ſeventh darling daughter torn. _ 


A modeſt grief is due to Ber, 
And nature claims it in its turn; 

Then, Madam, let that falling tear 
Bede w the lovely Jeff's un. 


But ah! prevent your grief*s exceſs, m 
Nor mourn as thoſe that have no hope, 
Let hope aſſuage youf deep diſtreſs, 
She's in life's bundle ſafe bound up. 


No crime her infant hands had ſtain'd“, 
Nor ſinful thought betray'd her heart; 
Though by the fall to die conftrain'd, 
In Jeſus' blood ſhe has a part. 


„Let little children ſhare my grace,” 

The loving Saviour thus commands, 
He claſp'd them in a kind embrace, 
And on them laid his blefled hands, 


Let anxious fears no more take place, 
Nor for thy Jeffy weep in vain, © 

She now beholds her Saviour's face, 
And ſhall with him for ever reign. 


* Let none imagine from the ſtrain of this Poem, that 

I diſbelieve the doctrine of Original Sin. This is not wy 

ſentiment or meaning; but there is great reaſon of hope 

concerning children ;z* and there is a ſenſe in which, at 
leaſt comparatively, they may be termed innocent. 
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ON Mas n 


Me | 


OW fleet are all our of prekent 3 joys, 
| Unſtable as the winds ! 
Our dear delights oft pierce our ſouls, 
| Bring ſorrow to our minds. 


While they remain, how often mix'd | 
With anxious care and pain! | 
When moſt enjoy'd, they take their _ pos: 
No more return again. 


The tender ties of mutual love, 
In firm affection's bands, 
Aſunder ſnapt, reluctant yield 
To death's relentleſs hands. 
The arch-· deceiver, unperceiv'd, 
Marks his devoted prey; 
In vain alike the prince or ſlave 
Attempts to ſay him nay. 
In vain the widow ſheds her tears, | 
In vain the orphans cry, 7 M T6 
The hoary hairs can nought avail, 
He ſcorns the infant's * | 


Yes, ſad experience ev'ry day 
Confirms the truth I fing, 


Yon weeping widow feels its force 
On ev'ry tender firing. 


Oft as her anxious eye farveys 
Theſe pledges of their love, 


It makes her ſorrow bleed afreſn, 
Each tender feeling move. - 


My heart, too, bleeds when I reflect 
To what taſk I'm conſign d..... 
Alone to hear their heavy plaints, e 518 


And rear the tender mind. 


G 1 


TO THE MEMORY KR 
r 5 
3 DEAR MOTHER, 


WO DEPARTED ruis LIFE, 
June 1. 1786. | { 


I would invoke thy needful aid; 
pire to ſing the theme I chuſe, 


Oh! let a tribute- tear be paid. 


Aſſiſt my quiv' ring pen to tell 
The cauſe which makes my grief return, 


Why thus my thoughts delight to dwell, 
And hover round a mother's urn. „ 


Though the revolving ſeaſon has 
Nine times mark'd out the tedious year, 
Why fall theſe briny tears, free aas 
Thoſe that at firſt bedew'd: her bier? 


Unto the reaſon pray attend, 
Nor wonder at the well-known cauſe, 
What's there on earth outweighs a friend, 
Such as my tender mother was? 0 


Can'ſt thou reflect how much ſhe lov'd, - 
And not thy ſorrows bleed again t 2 
How over thee her bowels mov'd, tr 
How much ſhe ſhar'd thy joy and pain. 
When thou remember how much pain 
She ſuffer'd while [ſhe ſojourn'd here, 
What troubles great the did ſuſtain, 
Sure thou'lt indulge the falling tear. 


O' come, Urania, mournful Muſe, 
In 
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Of all ſhe ſuffer'd here below, 
This chiefly ſhe had to bemoan, _ 
What pain ſhe felt, forc'd to forgo, 
My brother, and her only ſon. 
A hopeful youth, of genius bright, 
Round which her heart ſo cloſely twin'd, 


With fond complaiſance and delight, 
By ev'ry tye of nature join'd, 


Nor cattle dead, nor blighted corn, 
Nor tender babes pluck'd from her breaft, 
Not half ſo hard were to be borne, 
Though with all theſe ſbe was diſt reſs'd. 


Ills, though ſevere, of milder form, 

She knew the worſt, and ſaw their * 
And to her utmoſt did perform 
The tender office of a friend. 


But here deny'd the pleaſant toil, 
His dying eyes ſhe muſt not claſs "EY 
This muſt remain a ſecret ſtill, 211 

How he ſhall glide to death's repoſe, . 


What perturbation fill'd her heart! 
While gloomy fancy ey'd the wave, 
She fear'd the rude piratic art 
Would chain him to a Galley ſlave. 


Perhaps all in his youthful prime, 
To rav'nous fiſh become a prey ; 

Perhaps in ſome far diſtant clime, 

He pines a weary life away. 


The dark. forebodings who can tell, 

That tore afreſh her bleeding wounds? 
We know the worſt of what we feel, 

But what we fear is without bounds. 


Ho. But now releas'd from ev'ry tye, 
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She knows the cauſe of ev'ry pain; 
% Bleſſed are all the dead that A _ 7c 
In Jeſus, they ſhall live again. by 


No cauſe have I thee to lament, 5 
Thy will reſign'd gave place for nope, | 
With fervent faith and pray'r intent, 
Thine eyes were often lifted up. 


Ah! could my eyes theſe clouds pierce through, 
And ſee what now is thine employ, | 
With mortals what haſt thou to do? 
Can'ft thou ſhare of their Ne or joy * 


Perhaps thy ſpirit now deſcends, 
And hovers round thy lonely bild, 
Whom poor, and atmoft without friends, 
Thou left'ſt upon this dreary wild. 


Commiſſion'd art thou from above, 
As guardian kind of all my cares, 
And fraught with errands full of love, 
By him who numbers all my hairs? - 


But ſtop, my fancy, why thus err, 
Thou art. che care of great I Au, 

While ſhe, among the heav'nly Wore, | 
Sings loud of Moſes and the n 
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The Subjed of the following Verſes was an o 
Son, whom his Parents entruſted to the Care of 
Mz. ASHLY, Colonel of. the Regiment in which 

| be feruved. He died at Annan in 1796, and 
was buried at Dumfries. b Era 


| JF OW can the plaintive Muſe ſo mute remain, 
| | | When ſuch a theme ſo loudly ealls her forth? 
Since Burns is gone, can we not boaſt one bard, 
To ſtrike the ſweetly trembling ly re, to tell, 
In artleſs notes, the thoughtleſs ſwains around, 
By death how premature young CHAmBERs fell? 
Griev'd at this filence, glad would I attempt, 
The ſweetly pleafing,' though a mournful theme ; 
But I, alas! what can I ſay? confus'd, | 
I now retract; aſham'd, I drop my pen; 
But would the Muſe propitious lend her aid, 
I'd yet th advent'rous tafk boldly reſume, 
Though I incur the haughity critic's ſcorn, 
Come, my Urania, mournful, muſing maid, - 
Thou deareſt far of all the tuneful Nine, 
Aſſiſt, for once, thy poor unletter'd friend; 
A female's pray' r ſhould move a kindred-mind : 
O teach my artleſs ruſtie lines to glo “ 
With heav'nly, heart-felt, ſympatheric fire, 
Since Nhet'ric's tropes and figures are deny'd. 
Ah! blooming CaaMasers, lately Nature's 
boaſt, ; Li wa ad > WS $7.4 * 5 
Thy father's fondeft hope, thy mother's joy ! 
Alas ! how ſoon thy rapid glaſs 1s run !— 
Perhaps thy gay, thy ws er thought, 
In life's ſweet morn, turn'd little on thy ſhroud ; 
To muſic's voice attun'd thy Hſt'ning ear, | 


( 


Nor heard the foe at hand. Though unperceiv'd 

His ſhaft, he took a ſure and deadly aim. 

And why thy manly” form well arm d with 
ſtrength, - 

Thy well- ſtrung nerves forbade his near approach; 

Health fluſh'd thy cheek, and ſparkled in dane eye, 

And all agreed, and promis'd paſling fair, 

F or many happy, happy days to come. 

But let each giddy, thoughtleſs youth beware, 
And think in time, for CHamBErs is no more! 
In vain thoſe maſters of the healing art, 

With febrifuge or cordial draughts attend; - | - 


Vain their preſcriptions all; in vain they waſte \ | 


Their utmoſt ſkill, to ſave. a life ſo dear — 
The rude invader eager preſſes on, 
Reſiſtleſs in his courſe, nor quits his prey, 
Till, by one fatal blow, the combat ends, 


85 And, pale, he ſinks, to meet his parent earth. 


Brave ASHLY heard.—The knell mop through 
his heart; 
His manly ſoul bled o'er the deny youth ; 


His loving Fair, once gay, now drown'd in tears, 


Forbade the ſprightly ball, and ſocial feaſt, 
Nor minds the promis'd joy, while all intent, 
With due reſpect, to treat the filent dead. 
In ceremontous pomp thoſe dear remains, 
In ſolemn ſtate, along the ftreet proceed, 
To reach their laſt, their peaceful dark abode. 
Four penſive mourners well ſupport the pall; 
The faithful guardians of thy lateſt hours 
Precede the ſable bier; while warlike troops, 
Well-arm'd, the corpſe on ev'ry fide ſurround ; 
In rueful notes the ſolemn mufic plays; | 
But what is all to thee ? The breathleſs clay 
In ſilence lies, nor makes the leaſt return. 
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Thou much-regretted youth, nor ſoon forgot, 
My thoughts ſurvey thee in the hollow tomb ! 
But what a change is here! How active once 
Thoſe now extended limbs! How filent now 
That tongue whence eloquence was wont to flow ! 
How hollow now thoſe fix'd and dark'ned orbs, 
'That with the diamond's luſtre once could vie ! 
But why unfold to-day, what beſt the ſhade 
Of gloom funereal, and of night, becomes? 
Then let me leave thee to thy calm repoſe, 
RefleQing, as with heavy heart I turn, 

What thou now art, I too muſt ſhortly be. 

The Muſe of thee for ever takes her leave ; 
Throughdark and trackleſs wilds ſhe wings her way, 
And viſits now that dreary mournful dome, 

For days of bliſs, in Egypt's deep diſtreſs, 
Though diſtant far: They mourn an only ſon : 
A ſolemn filence ſpeaks the father's grief, 
Frequent eſcapes the ſigh ſuppreſs'd ; his thoughts, 
Too big for birth, brood o'er that comely form, 
Where center'd all a father's fondeſt hopes, 
Which with him fell, and left an aching void, 
Which nought on earth, however great, can fill. 
His mother ſhciek'd ;—ſhe faints, and then revives, 
ColleQs her thoughts, then quickly faints again. 
What has an only fiſter now to bear? | 

She feels her own, and ſhares parental woe. 


O Gad of mercy, bend a pitying eye, 
On ſorrow ſuch as this, and ſend relief; 
For vain the help that feeble man can bring : 
He mourns, and mingles with his kindred duſt, 
But peace and comfort ever dwell with Thee. 
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TO Mags L———, 5 


HOU child of forrow, ceaſe to grieve, 
Though friendleſs and forlorn, 
Strong conſolations thou may'ft crave, 
And have them in return. 


Why mourn the happy ſpirit fled 5 


From all the ills below ? 5 ; 
Calmly now reſts that peaceful head, 7 
Inur'd to pain and woe. 
Jehovah calls thee to reſign, . ] 
'T was he that dealt the blow; 
Obedience to his ſov'reign mind I; 
By calm ſubmiſſion ſhow. 
But ſtop, my Muſe, be not ſo free, 7 
Excuſe the falling tear, | 
For Jeſus wept, and ſo may ſhe 7 
Sigh o'er the fun'ral bier. | 
Theſe tears her ſorrows may aſſuage, 1 
Then let them freely flow ö | 
Though tender paſſions ſwell and rage, 1 
And deluge all below. | 
But weep, my friend, with caution too, 1] 
Nor weeping make a crime; | 
Grief mod'rate will the Lord _ 8 
1 is ſinful to repine. 5 
E 
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TO Mas B———, and Miss J. 


\ WovLD but poor mortals believe 
The ſcriptures were actually true, 
How would this their panics relieve, 
And bring them ſucceſsfully through. 


T' accompliſh the plan they love beſt, 
They labour, they buſtle, and ſcheme, 

Till taught by experience the teſt, 
That t' ev'ry thing there is a time. 


They pains and fatigue will afford, 
Their purpoſes great to obtain, 

But ſeldom refle& that the Lord 
O'er all doth Omnipotent reign. 


"Tis he hath appointed the time 
And ſeaſon of ev'ry event, 
Till thoſe ſhall effectually chime, 
Man's labour is but idly ſpent. 
| Engag'd in a late enterpriſe, 
So {lowly the matter went on, 
The reaſon I could not deviſe; 
But now it ĩs perfectly known. 


The ſeaſon not yet had arri v'd, 
Which God had ſelected as beſt: 

Succeſs from his counſel deriv'd 
Now ſets me in quiet to reſt. 


How can I, O Lord, but obſerve 
Thy wiſdom and fatherly care ? 


May I all theſe tokens preſerve, 
And diſmiſs ev'ry daſtardly fear. 
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Of what ſhould I ever deſpair ? 
For what ſhould I ever repine ? 


When caſt on thine infinite care, 
Since pow'r and dominion are thine. 


Thy wiſdom and care have appear'd 
In placing me where J now am, 

Though changes I fooliſhly fear'd, 
And rather repin'd at the ſame. 


But how could I ever ſo dream, 

That ſtrangers, I never had known, 
Should thus with benevolence teem, 
And thus make my cauſe as their own ? 2 


Dear Ladies, your kindneſs is known, 
Forgive my preſumption, I pray; 
Allow me at leaſt thus to own 
The debt that J never can pay. 


But ſarely there is a reward. 

On you may it richly deſcend, 
Who deign'd to pay ſo much regard, 

And thus a poor ſtranger befriend, 

To forward my humble deſign, 

Your care and attetioa was much ; | 
To others you did it conſign, 

To give it the finiſhing touch. 


* 
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ON A HUMANE ; PHYSICIAN. | 


\EAR Madam, I pray you forbear, 
For the Muſe her impotence pleads ; 
4o ſerve you would be her firſt care; 
But greatly the critic ſhe dreads; 


For who could with patience endure, - 
To hear her in languid dull rhyme, 

And numbers that grate on the ear, 
Abuſe ſuch a dignified name ? 


To flatter ſhe never had ſkill, 
*I'ts worſe than detraction by half, 
But MAxwELL's juſt merit to tell, 
Would baffle Apollo himſelf. 


His elegant perſon contains 
A mind that is noble and great; 
And yet he ſo pleaſantly deigns 
I' commis'rate the meaneſt eſtate. 


All ranks have his ſympathy prov'd, 
When call'd in the critical hour; x 

But ofteſt his pity 15 mov'd, : 
And yearns o'er the indigent poor. 


The laurel his temples become, 

Whoſe heart is of tenderneſs made, 

And loud let his praiſes be ſung, _ 
His laurels nor wither nor fade. 


His utmoſt invention he ſtrains, 
Their painful diſeaſe to remove, 
And often his bounty extends, 
Which thoſe pinch'd with poverty prove. 
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The blind, by his wonderful art, 
Have oft to their ſight been reſtor'd, 


And peace has return'd to the heart, 
That once its deep anguiſh . 


His chamber is free of acceſs, 
Where numbers their trouble Jetlare, 
And he, all their pains to releaſe, ' 
Employs his moſt diligent care. 


How often he's bleſs'd with ſucceſs ! 
Vaſt numbers with pleaſure can tell, 
Moſt ev'ry diſeaſe in the place 
Has own'd his deep medical ſkill. 


May Heaven preſerve him ſerene, 

Nor trouble his mem'ry oppreſs, 

How great his exertions have been, 
To brutes in their filent diſtreſs. 


The horſe that ſunk under its load, 
By age or misfortune oppreſt, 
found out a way to provide, 


And give the poor ſufferer reſt *. 


Should any for flattery blame, 

The Muſe the aſſertion denies, - 
For far above flattery's aim 

Doth Maxwell's juſt merit ariſe, 


Alluding to a Society, formed in London, of which | 


the Doctor was a chief promoter, for the parpole of re- 


lieving the ſe are animals. 


— 
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ON COLONEL D . 


WHILE GOVERNOR AT CANADA. 


Wann: my Muſe, I ks thing 1 
On ſuch a theme Pm much afraid 
To err and go aſtray; 3, 
To ſtain his name would be a crime, 
With languid, dull, or tinkling rhyme ; 
I wiſh to ſwell my lay, 


It well becomes an abler pen, 

To tell how bold he croſs'd the main, 
To ſerve the Royal cauſe; 

Not te hawk knife, nor pious fire *, 

Could quench his ſoul's intenſe defire, 
To 'ſtabliſh Britiſh laws. 


To tell what toils he overcame 
In queſt of honourable fame, | | 
When dangers did ſurround, 
Mong thoſe who ne'er their Maker knew, 95 
A poor, illit'rate, hapleſs crewv, 
With ſuperſtition bound; 


Who devils ſerve in place of God ; 

They, like their maſter, wild and "rude, 
Oft urg'd him to retire, 

Till won by Cæſar's ſpirit mild, 

be lion turn'd a loving child, | 

And own'd him for his . 


Now ſafe he walks o'er hill and vale, 
Secure from harm, and fears no ill, 
By all he's much beloy'd, 


* Alluding to human facrifices uſed by the natives. 
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Save he ® who once his dagger held, 
By an infernal fiend impell'd ; 
Nor he. his ſpiritimor'd :_ * 


He ſent the negro forth in queſt 
Of that poor hapleſs, harmleſs beaſt, 
| He fancy'd urg'd him on, 
But with all ſpeed, in face of day, 
This fool the innocent did ſlay, _ 
Then fted to wilds unknown. D 


Long may his mem'ry be rever'd, . . 
Whoſe noble ſou] the thaught 3 
| Of baſe unlawful gain, 
Which urges ſordid Nabobs on. 
And turns their cruel hearts to ſtone, 
Their object to attain, 


Forgive the Muſe, nor count her rude,. | 
Should ſhe, though unpolite, obtrude, 
And dare to call ta mind; 
The Pow'r Supreme, that ſafe through all | 
Did thee conduA, both f ring and fall, 3 
And brought th E home again. 


It was Jehovah's favreiga grace, an el 
| That for his ſervant found a place 
Did ſavage hearts reform; 

Twas he, whom winds and ſeas obey, 
That *croſs the ocean clear'd thy way, | 
Through many a boilt?rqus ſtorm. 


Now in thy pleaſant gay retreat, 

Thou may'ſfi the dangers paſt repeat 
To liſt'ning. friends around; 

Safe landed on this wholeſome ſoil, 

Where Britiſh freedom yet doth ſmile ; 
Here may thy z Joys abound. 


VA native, who fancied that a penver, which he wor- 
ſhipped as his God, bade him kill the Governor. 


. 
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To him whoſe hand thy life ſuſtain'd, 

Who ev'ry deadly foe reſtrain' d. 
(He ruleth ev'ry where), 

Lift up thy ſoul, with grateful praiſe, 

Oa high the heav'nly anthem raiſe, 

And baniſh ev'ry care. 


ON FRIENDSHIP. 


T* there's a thing that's worth a wiſh 
In this dark vale of tears, 
A faithful friend this treaſure is, 
And beſt rewards our cares. 
If in recipric union join'd, 
And heart to heart unite, 
Poſſeſſing each a kindred mind, 
The pleaſure muſt be great. 


They each to each their cares divide, 
And free their joys impart, 
In candid truth each doubt decide, 
With mutual open heart. 


Were I as Alexander great, 
That conquer'd ev'ry where, 
I could not bear that high eſtate, 
Without a friend to ſhare. 


When fortune ſmil'd, I ceas'd to grieve 
My friend was happy too ;— 

And oft her tender boſom heay'd, 
To hear my tale of woe, 
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Unleſs in viſion when aſleep, 
Her face no more I ſee, | 
Both mountains high, and valleys deep, 
Divide my friend and me. | 


But love can ev'ry mountain ſcale, 
And ev'ry bar break through,” 
Nor time, nor diſtance, can . 

To ſep'rate ſouls ſo true, 


Dear maid, forgive my love's exceſs, 
Which ſometimes caus'd me err ; 
To you I only fail'd in this, 
I could no rival hear. 


You may enjoy, with tranquil mind, 
Whoever you prefer, 

Yet well you know you'll never find 
A friendſhip more ſincere. 


Should e'er a figh your boſom ſwell, 
When theſe few lines appear, 
Your Mary ſure deſerves it well, 
For you ſhe drops this tear. 


For you a thouſand friendly tears 

Her ſtreaming eyes o'erflow ; 
And while this r your mem'ry bears, 
With IR it thalt glow. | 


« A e 


FAREWELL POEM. 


ManDa, wes thyſelf prepare, 
And forth conduct thy fleecy care, 

The chearful monarch of the day 

Far upwards bends his flaming ray, 


, 
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The ſongſters warble on the ſpray, 
The early lark falutes the day; 
And ſoftly wafts the gentle breeze 
Amid the neighb'ring ſhady trees. 
Soft guard them round the verdant hill, 
Down by yon purling chryſtal rill, 
And o'er yon filver-tipped plain, 


Where pinks and vi'lets ſtrive to reign; 


There they wall feed, nor with to roam, 
And thou may'ſt ſoftly fit thee down 
In yon lone ſweet fequeſter'd grove, 
And join the plaintive cooing dove; 
Its mournful notes mine ear invite, 
In lonely concert to recite; 

My reed ſhall catch its plaintive nd 
And echo back its notes again. 
This is a pleaſant rural ſcene, 
And might delight a mind ferene. 
But all my joys to grief give place, 
When l think on my dear DonrRIES. 


Dumfries! thou pleaſant, healthy ſpor, 2 58h 


By me thou ne'er ſhalt be forgot; 

I'll think on thee if life remain, 
Though thee I never fee again. 
Thoſe Ladies, too, who deign'd ſo long 
To liſten to my homely fong, 

I now mult leave, fo vord of guile ; 
May Fortune ever on them ſm.:-: 
Thoſe Ladies, though exalted far 
Above my mean and lowly ſphere, 
Yet kindly did they condeſcend 

To treat me as a-humble friend ; 

But now my harp may lie unftrung, 
For who will mind my ruſtic ſong? 
The Muſe may now her care reſign, 
Nor hope a friendly ear to find. 
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BY Farewell to Nith, his placid ſtream _ 
Once more ſhall grace my humble theme, 
As through the varied finny fry 8 


He calmly ſteals his winding _. 
On his green banks, with herbage clad, 
How often have my ſorrows fled, 


As through the gold beſpangled dew 7 


I did my early walks purſue. 
My dear Dumfries ! once more adieu ; ; 


My friends in thee, who are not few, 
Shall ſhare my heart, — I will each Gay: 


To them a briny tribute pay.— 

But riſe, my honeſt, truſty Tray, 
For here we may no longer ſtay, 
Our flock 1s wander'd far and wide 
Upon yon heath-clad mountain's fide. 


My thoughtleſs flock, why did you ſtray, 


When my fond heart to grief gave way ? 


My harmleſs ſheep, return bedeen, 


And crop the flow'rs on yonder green, 
The feſcue graſs, and flow'ry thyme, 
The ſteep aſcent I cannot climb. 
Well, — wander on,—my heart is ſore, 
IU break my crook, nor tend you more. 


ON CHRISTMAS-EVE. | 


AIL, happy ſeaſon, much rever'd, 
How welcome's thy return! 


was now the glorious ſun aroſe, 


The duſky clouds to * 
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This night did angel- bands deſcend, | 
And ſpread the news abroad ; 


The ſhepherds join'd the heav' aly choir, | 
And prais'd th' infinite God. 


All glory be to God on high, 
| And peace on earth below, | 
This day a Saviour, Chriſt, is born, | 
Good will to men doth glow. | 


We'll go and ſearch this wonder out, 
And praiſe our heav'nly King, 
Yon flaming ſtar will guide our feet, 

Us ſafely thither bring. 


We'll off” rings bring of incenſe rich, 
Of ſweet and fragrant ſmell, 
And worſhip at his glorious feet, 
Who all our foes ſhall quell.” 


My ſoul, art thou to feelings loſt ? | 
Haſt thou-no ſong of praile ? 
Ah! pauſe, and think on this event, 
At humble diſtance gaze. 


Behold the high and lofty One, 
The Ruler of the ſky, 
| Became an infant of a ſpan, — 
Did in a manger lie! 


No coſtly banquet was prepar'd, 
No retiaue attends ; + 

The inns had little room to ſpare | 
For Jeſus, or his friends. | 


And dare my peeviſh ſoul repine, 
Whatever may befal ? 


Let Bethleh'm's ſtable meet my eye, 
If ever pride prevail, 
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ON A 


RETIRED SITUATION 


S in an Eden here I'm, bleſs'd, | 
Of ev'ry thing I need: potleſs'd, 

Nor diſcontents my peace annoy, _ 

For ev'ry thing I here enjoy. 

I'm far remote from public ſhow, 

The landſcape opens to my view, 

Which doth with herbage rich abound, 

Aud pleaſant gardens cloſe me round; 

Well-ſtor'd with flow'rs of various hue, 
The lilly white, and: vi'let blue, 

Carnations, pinks, and daiſies vie, 

Which moſt to charm the wond' ring eye. 

Here birds of various note and plume, 

Salute the ear, where er you come; 
The mellow fruit the branches load, 

And all in nature praiſes God; 

No buſtling noiſe, nor dire conteſt, 

Have acceſs here to break my reſt, 

My Muſe and wheel my time beguile, 

And ev'ry face does on me ſmile. 

This calm retreat's for me prepar'd 

By my unerring ſkilful guard, 

Who richly does my.wants ſupply, 

And keeps me by his watchful eye. 

Then why ſo fooliſnly pretend 

Him to direct, or try to mend? 
Whate'er he mars, is wiſdom ſtill; 

Then may my heart no more rebel. 
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A HAPPY PAIR. 


HILE ſordid minds, from love of gain, 
Oft feign a mighty flame, 
' Fis lucre binds the joyleſs vow, 
+ AﬀeCting Cupid's name, 
But, ah! what baneful fruits muſt ſpring 
From ſuch a choice-as this ? 
They hate poſſeſs, inſtead of love, 
And gold accept for bliſs. 


What diff rent motives mov'd the pair, 
Which now I make my theme ! 

Would but the Muſe aſſiſti, I'd ſtrive 
I' immortaliſe their name. 


Of little elſe than love poſſeſs' d, 
They join'd their plighted hands, 

And ever ſince they gladly. move 
In Hymen's pleaſant bands. 


Faithful as turtle to its mate, 
No change whate'er they know, 
Their love does daily ſtill increaſe, — 


Does ever firmer grow. 


A num'rous offspring round them play, 
And claim parental care; 

Tney waken ev'ry tender tye, 
Which mutually they ſhare. 


Two daughters, virtuous and fair, 
Grown up to grace the board, 

And cheer their mother's lonely hours, 
In abſence of her lord. 
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With depth of ſolid judgement bleſs'd, 
And penetration keen, 
With female gentleneſs combin'd, 
And ſentiments ſublime, 


Poſſeſs'd of all that earth can give, 
Heav'n's bounty on them flows; 

And is there then no cauſe of grief, 
No painful tale of woes ? 


Ah! yes, no child that's ſprung from Eve 


Shall be exempt from 111; 
Two tender babes torn From her breaſt 
By Death's relentleſs will. 


But ſmall's the cauſe for theſe to mourn, 
Snatch'd from the ill to come, 


Hope ſays, * They're now array'd in white, 


And praiſe before the throne.” 


But, ah! three pleaſant, blooming youths, 
Expos'd to hoſtile rage ; 

May Heav'n diſperſe their cruel foes, | 
And on their fide engage. 


_  Methinks I feel a mother's heart 


Beat hard with anxious care, 
And ev'u amidſt theſe proſp'rous ſcenes, 
Oft drop a tender tear. 


Let paſt experience hope confirm, 
One can the laurel claim; 

Perhaps when glory calls the reſt, 
Conqu'ring they'll bear the palm. 


wat 
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ON 
SUBMISSION TO AFFLICTION. 


A ARON thy ſervant held his peace *, 
| Aſſiſted by thy grace; 

So teach us on thy hand to lie 

In ev'ry trying caſe. 

So may thy handmaid wait thy will, 


In her affliction ſore ; 
Ah! let her anxious thoughts be till, 
Nor dare to murmur more. 


Thy pow'r, Lord, did thy ſer vant keep 
In that moſt ae u. hour, 

_ Ev'n when thy dreadful judgements did 
His children dear deyour, 


Then why, my friend, ſhould you complain? 
Perhaps your child ſhall live, 

Yea, for his health reſtor'd again, 
You yet may praiſes give. 


But ſhould the Lord call for his ſoul, 
No judgement marks the rod, 

He pulls his flow'rs when he thinks ſit, 
He's of all wiſdom God. 


The days of man appointed are 
By his ſupreme decree, 
And none can ſtay his pow'rful hand, 
Or ſay, What doeth he? 


Nor need we doubt his tender love. 
Or deep unerring ſkill, 

For over all his other works 

His tender mercy's ſtill. 
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Then to bis ſov- reign will ſabmit, 
He knows your ev'ry figh ; 


And though you oft perceive him not, 
The Lord 1s ever nigh. 


O let your will in his be loſt, 
You then ſhall happy be; 

In great Jehovah make your boaſt, 
And then an end you'll ſee. 


Tis not for nought the Lord afflias, © 
He chaſtens not in vain, 

And when the rod has done its work, 
He'll heal your ev'ry pain. 


Oh! think of Job, with grief * 
Deſerted and forlorn, — 
Naked came I unto this earth, 


And naked I'll return,” 


Oh ! think on God's eternal Son, 
The Sov'reign of the ſky, 

Poorer than either birds or beaſts, 
He knew not where to he. 


Oh! in the garden ſee him ſweat, 
And hear his heavy plaint, 

„O might this cup but paſs from me, 
Becauſe my ſoul 1s faint ? 


Yet not my will, but thine be _ 
Foather, ſo let it be; 
For for this cauſe I came to earth, 
And this ſad hour did ſee.” 


Ah! ſee his lovely gracious face, 
With ſpitting baſe beſmear'd ; 

Think with what lamb-like patience he 

Their cruel ſcoffing heard. 
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It was our fin, thou lowly Lamb, 

Thy graceful temples crown'd ; 
Our fins, Lord, nail'd thee to the tree, 
And did thee ſo confound. 


ON SPRING. 


TERN Winter s gone, his icy hand 
No more can ſeal the ground, 

And Spring, with ſweet refreſhing ſhow!ys; 

Diffuſes bleſſings round. 


Fair Flora now her mantle ſpreads | | 
O'er all the earth abroad, (4:54 

The verdant landſcape full procla! Ms 
The mighty Former, God. * 


The pretty filver fiſhes play 
In ewv'ry purling rill, | 
The meads, with flow'rs of 'various kinds, 

Diſplay his wond'rous fkill. 


The harmleſs lambkins {kip and dance, yy 
And baſk in Phœbus' rays; | Sn 

The feather'd ſongiters ſoar aloft, 
And chant their Maker's praiſe. 


Shall man alone, ungrateful man, 
Refuſe to act his part? 

Shall he not in the chorus join 

| Wath chearful, loving heart? "4 
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DUMFRIES INFIRMARY. 


 Waxs, my friend, and come away, 
The ev'ning's freſh and fine, 
ell ſpend an hour, and take a turn 
Along yon pleaſant green. 


We'll mark the river how it slides 
So ſilently along; 

The ſoaring lark ſalutes the ear, 
And cheers us with its ſong. 


You ſtately manſion we'll ſurvey, . 
Rais'd on yon tifing ground, 

Where ſickneſs ſore obtains relief,— 
Strangers a home have found. 


Here Eſculapius' gen'rous ſons. 
Diſplay their healing art: 
The gloomy thoughts are peaceful made, 4K 
And joy o' erflows the heart. 4 
Here pain acute has found relief, 
Rheumatic gout, and ſtone, 
Ev'n diſlocations are reſtor'd, , 
The. ſpine and broken bone. 


Here raging madneſs feels their force, 
And peace ſerene enſues, x 

With health the meagre cheeks are aas, 
And fearful hearts rejoice. _ 


Succeſs attend the hands that rear'd . 
Theſe hoſpitable walls ; 

Let ev'ry gen'rous heart be bleſs'd, 
That hears its needful calls. 
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But, ah! my heart recalls to view 
Theſe dark abodes of woe, 

Where nought but wild deſpair is heard, 
Eyes rolling to and fro. 


T he dread diſorder rooted deep : 
Oft baffles human ſkill ; | 
Ev'n after all that can be done, 
The plague continues ſtill. 


Here poor Maria ſhed her tears, 

And Annie wept in vain ! 

Here blooming Marg'ret hapleſs fi ish, 
And clink'd her heavy chain! 


TO Mins fon Qin” 
Hes. ix. 472 
ty is appointed fer nen once to die.” 5 


6 L! is th? irrevocable e paſt 2. 

And can no weighty argument prevail 
To change the firm decree? Mutt all itill yield \ 
To Death's devouring pow'r, nor know the way 
Or time the tyrant may approach, and ſeize 
His deſtin'd prey? And bears he no reſpe& 
To age or ſex? Can none eſcape? Can he, 
Without remorſe, the ſtrongeſt ties break through, | 
Though nature, art, and fondeſt love ſhould join, 
His courſe to ſtop No pity feels his heart, 
No bar obſtructs his way; in vain we wage, 
His inroads to oppoſe, th' unequal war: 
Yet from this warfare none can claim diſcharge, 
But ſoon or late the brave, without relief, 
Muſt yield; nor can the coward fly: We all 
The victims of his rage mult fail, and pay 


| Cn 7 

The lawful debt which Death of Life demands. 

Ah! gloomy thought, and fraught with double 
pow'r ! „„ 5 

And muſt the gay, the active, ſprightly form, 

A ghaſtly corpſe become? The ſtrongeſt arm, 
And fir meſt nerve, by death unſtrung, laid low, 
Muſt moulder in the duſt. And can the boaſt 
Of ſtrength, of courage, valour, nought avail? 
Muſt alſo then the gentle, timid, fair, 
To fiſter worms conſigned a prey forgot, 
Neglected lie, nor ever more behold* 
The chearful face of day? Yes, — all muſt die: 
From death there's no reprieve. His awful ſway 
Is univerſal ; all that breathe muſt yield. 

Yet, midſt this ſullen gloom, I inward feel 

A cheering hope,—a chearing ray breaks through 

Th' accumulated maſs of dark'ning clouds ;— 


"By 


From dark'ning vapours purg'd, the ſky will clear; 


For Jeſus died, and conquer'd, by his death, 

That awful pow'r that lays the mighty low, 

Nor ſpares the gay, the feeble, or the fair. 

His preſence did the hollow tomb perfume,— 

Its darkeſt gloom diſpell'd. He op'd the gate, 

That through the darkſome vale conducts to bliſs. 
Then ceaſe to grieve, though ſolitary made, 

Nor longer mourn for Henrietta's fate ; 

Though here no more, you ytt have cauſe to hope, 

Her long affliction ſure was not in vain: 

Reflect on her laſt hour, — rejoice in hope; 

Her ſoul, exulting in life's cloſing ſcene, 

By faith rely'd on Jeſus' ſaving pow'r, 

And, on the Saviour reſting, took its flight, 

On wings of love, and left this vale of woe. 
But does the parting ſtruggle haunt your mind, 

Your brooding thoughts ftill hover round the bed, 

Where late ſhe painful drew her parting breath ? 

Perhaps, ſtill too officious for your peace, 
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Imagination to your view 8 5 

The ever ſilent, anxious, mournful FIND 

A mother, fiſter, huſband, all in tears. 
Perhaps the little artleſs innocents 
Unconſcious of their loſs, and liſping out, 
Thoughtleſs, a mother's name, attract your ear, 
And call freſh ſorrows forth, — make tears again 
Inceſſant flow! Yes, let them freely flow, hy 
For tears of pity calm the troubled-ſoul ;— 
And you have cauſe to weep, — a weighty cauſe; 
Yet weep with caution too, ſince you may: err,— 
Though ſafe to mourn, to murmur is a crime. 
Let heav'n-born Reaſon now her place reſume, 
And call Religion in to your relief 

Her wholeſome counſel' will aſuage your grief, 
And gently calm the tumult in your breaſt. 
But doth your painful, anxious, throbbing heart, 
So lately torn by doubly-parting pang, 

Refuſe her aid? The ſtroke was ſure ſevere, 
Call'd thus to wail a fiſter's early fate, 

Ere yet thoſe tears were dry, that lately wound. 
So freely for a brother's loſs : = But truſt, 

O truſt, Almighty. Grace, for ſurely all 

Is wiſely done : with him of old, attempt 
To bleſs; for He alone that freely lent 

To you ſo great a gift, reſumes his on; 

His bounty grants each bleſſing we enjoy, x 
And theſe to quit, mant en we repine! 


CONCLUDING ADDRESs. 


Dvent'rous Maſe ! * time to 0 breathe, 
Thy race is ſurely. run; 
Tis vain thyſelf now to conceal, 
Or cenſure ſeek to ſhun. CO ROPE 
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How wa the haughty critic 2 | 
And ſcorn thy homely phraſe ? 

How durſt thou grate the poet's ear 
With rude unpleaſant lays ? 


How durſt thou murmuriag thus chide, 
Tranſgreſs ſage Wiſdom's rule? 
Who live at eaſe will thee deride, 
And take thee for a fool. 


Cenſures ſeverer far than theſe 
Thou muſt encounter yet, 

The Phariſee will thee deſpiſe, 
And ſcout the hypocrite. 


Some minds, though weak, yet moſt Gncere, 
With high blame will thee charge, 
And tell thee rather to revere 


Than ſoil the ſacred page. 


But haply ſome poor ſoul, diſtreſs'd, 
Toſs'd on temptation's ſea, 

May chance to read, and deign to ſhed 
The feeling tear o'er thee. 


Such will thy language well perceive, — 
Favour to thee extend 

Thy failings all they will forgive, 
And kindly thee commend. 


Perhaps ſome, in deſponding cafe, 

Block'd up by fell Deſpair, 

May courage take from thy releaſe, 
And truſt Jehovah's care. 


If ſo, the wiſh'd-for point is gain'd, 
My labour 1s not loſt, 
Calmly each ſcoff ſhall be ſuſtain'd, 
That on me may be toſt. | 3 
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